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THE 

Taming of the Shrew 1 



ASius primus. S«Efl& Primes 

Enter Begger and Hofies, ^hrifiophero^Sl^ 



Be ll 



er. 




Le phceze you infaitb. 

Hofi. Apaitcofftockcsyourogue; 

Be?. Y’are a baggage, the Sites are Ao Rogues. 

— £ 00 k e in the Chronicles , wee camera with Richard. 

Conqueror : therefore Pane as faUabris, let the world Aide s Scfla. 
Hole. You will net pay for the glatTcs youhaae burft? 

Beg. No , not a denierc : goe by Ieroxtmts , goe to thy cold 

b. J warmer hee. , Tr , , 

Hoji 1 know mv-remedie,! muff goe fetch the Head-borough* 
Beg. Third, or fourth, or fife Borough, Ileanfwcre him by 
Law. tic not budge an inch boy : Let him come and kindly. 

F alles ajlcefe. 

Winde homes, Enter a Lord from hunting, with his trains* 

Lo. HuntfmanI charge thee, tender well my hounds, 

Brach Cfrierimap , the poore Curre is imboft. 

And couple Closvder withthc deepe mouth’d brach, 

Saw’ft thou not boy how Siluer made it good. 

At the hedge corner , in the coldeft fault, 

I would not loofe the dogge for twentic pound. 

Hunt/: why B elm An is as good as he ray Lord, 

He cried vpon it at the meereft Ioffe, 

And twice to day pick’d out the dull eft lent l 
Trull me, I take him for the dogge. 

Lord, Thou artafoolc , if £ccho wcreasScctfeJ 

As $ 
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The T timing aft he S hre' ft?, 

I would elkeme Slim worth a dozen fucb ; 

But fup them well, and looke vntothem all. 

To morrow I intend to hunt againe. 

H-ptntf, I will my lord. 

Lord . W hat’s hecre? One dea.d,cr drunke? Sec doth he breath? 
2. Hm. He breath’s my Lord. Were he nor warm’d with Ale 
this were a bed but cold to fleepe fo found! y . 

Lord. Oh mounftrous beaft. how like a fwinehe lyes. 

Grim me death how foulcand lo'athfome is thine image ; 

Sirs, 1 will praftife on this drunken man , 

What thinkeyou , if hewercconuey’dtobed, 

Wrap’d in fweet eloathes : Ringsputvpon his fingers 5 
A nioft deiicious banquet by his bed, 

And braue attendants necrc him when he wakes , 

Would not the beggerthen forget himfelfe ? 

i.Hmtfi Beleeue me Lord. 1 ihinkehcecannctchocfe. 
a. H. It would feeme ilrange vnto him when he wak’d. 

Lord. Eucn as a flat’ring dreamc, or worthies fancic. 

Then take him vp, and manage well theieft ; 

Carrie him gently to my faired Chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pi&ures. 

Balme his foul: head in warmc diftilled waters. 

And burne fweet Wood to make the lodgingiwcete 
Procure me mufickerea die when he wakes, 

To makea dulcet and a heauerdy found: 

And if he chance to fpcake.be ready llraight 
( And with alow lubmiiTiue reuerence) 

Say, what is it your honor will command : 

Let one attend him with a filusrBafon 

Full of refe-water. And belbrcw’d with flowers, 

AnotherbearetheEwerithethirda Diaper, 

And fay wilt plcafe your Lordfliipcooleyour hands. 

Some one be readic with a collly !ui e, 

Andas ke him what apparel! he will wears: 

Another tell him of hisHounds and Hone , 

And that hisLady mournes at his dileaie, 

- Pcrfwade him that he hach binLunaticke, 

And w hen he fayes he is, fay that he dreamer, 

For hs is nothing but a mightie Lord s- 
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i he Taming of the fltfelv* 

This do. and doe kkindly,gentlefirs. 

It will be pa dime paffing excellent, 

If it be hufbanded with roodelue. 

j UtmtfMf Ford I warrant you wc Wil play our part 
As he (hall thinke by our true dilligence 

He is no lelfe then what wc fay he is. 

Lord. Take him vp gently , and to bed with him, 

And each one to his cifice w hen he wakes* 

Sound Trumpets* 

Sirrah.go fee what Trumpet ’tis that found s. 

Belike iome Noble Gentleman that meanes 
^ Trauellingfomeiourney) torepofe him hesre<> 

Enter Seruingffldx* 

How now ? who is it ? 

Ser. An’ t pkafe your Honor, players 
That offer feruicc to your Lordfhip. 

, Enter flayers. 

Lord. Bid them come ncerc ■; 

Now fellowes,you are welcome. 

E layers. We thankc your Honor. 

Lord, Do you intend to flay with me to nsght ? 

2 . Player. Sopleafe your Lordfhippe to accept our dutko 
Lard. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since once he plaide a Farmers eldeft fonne, 

Twas where you woo’d the Gentlewoman fo well: 
i haue forgot your name; but lure that part 
Was aptly fitced.and naturally perform’d, 

Sincklo . I thinke ’twas Soto that your Honor meanes. . 
Lord. Tisveriemie.thoudidftit excellent: 

Well you are come to me in kappie time, 

The rather for I hauefome fportin hand. 

Wherein your cunningcan affill me much. 

T here is a Lord will heare you play to night 3 
But l am doubtfull of your modefties, 
leaft (ouer-eying olhis oddebehauiour s , 

For yet his honor ncucr heard a play) 

Xou breake into feme mmie paflion, 





The T am'wg of theShrete, 

And fo offend him: for I tell you firs. 

If you ftiould fmile,he growes impatient. 

Plaj. Fesre not my Lord we can containe our felues. 
Were he the verieft anticke in the world. 

Lord. Go firra,Take them to the Butteric, 

And giue them friendly welcome euery one, 

Let them Want nothing that my houfe affoords. 

Exit one with the Players, 
Sirra go you to Bartholmew my page, r _ 

And fee him dreft in all fuiteslike aLadie: 

That done,condu<ft him to the drunkardschamber. 
And call him Madam, do him obeifance: 

Tell him from me (as he will win mv loue) 

He bare himfelfc with honorable aftion, 

Such as hehathobferu’d in noble Ladies 
Vnto their Lord s,by t h em accoroplilhed. 

Such dutie to the drunkard let him do : 

With foft lowe tongu e.and lowly curtefiep 
And fay: What is ’t your Honor doth command, 
Wherein yourLadie .aed your humble wife. 

May (hew her dutic, and make knowneher loue. 

And then withkindeimbracements,temptmgkiffe$, 

And with declining head into his bofotne 
Bid him flied teares.asbcing ouer. ioyed 
To fee her noble Lord reftor’d co health. 

Who for this feuen ycares hath efteemedhim 
No better then a poore andloathfome begger : 

And ifehe boy haue not a womans guift 
To raine a fhower of commanded teares , 

An Onion will do well for fuch a ihift. 

Which in a Napkin (bcingclofe-conuei’d) 

Shall in defpight enforce a watcrie eie : 

See thisdifpatch’d with all the haft thoucanft* 

Anon 11 c giue thee more inftrutfions. 

Exit a feruingman, 

J know the boy will vvel vfurpe the grace, 

Voice ; gate, and aftion of a Gentlewoman 



T he Taming oft the fhrelo. 

I long to heare him call the drunkard hufband. 

And how my men will ftay thcmfelucs from laughter* 

When they do homage to this fimple peafant, 
lie in to counfell them : haply my prefcncc 
May well abatethe ouer-tnerric lplecnc. 

Which otherwife would grow into extreames. 

Enter aloft the drunkard with attendants, fomewith apparel, 
Bafon and £rter,& other appurtenances , & Lord . 

Beg, For Gods fake a pot of ftnal l Ale. 

I Ser. Wilt pleafe your Lordfnip drinkc a cup of fackc ? 
a Ser, Wilt pleafe your Honor taftc of thefe Conferues ? 

3 . Ser. What raiment will your honor wearetoday. 

Beg, - I am Chriftophero Sly, call not mec Honor nor Lord- 
fliip: I ne’redrankefacke in my life : and if you giue.me any Con- 
LcrucSjgiuemee conferues of Beefe: nereaskmewhat raiment He 
weare,forl haue no more doublets then Backes: no more (lock- 
ing* then legges :nor no more Ihooes then feet, nay fomtime more 
feet then Ihooes, or fuch fhooes as my toes looke through the o- 
ucr leather. 

Lord. Heauen ceafc this idiehumor in your Honor. 

Oh that a mightie man of fuch difeent. 

Of fuch poffeffions, and fo high efteeme 
Should be infufed with fo foule afpirit. 

Beg, What would you make me mad? Am not I Chrifiopher Site] 
old Sliest bnne of Burton- heath by byrth a Pedler, by education 3 
Cardmakcr, by tranlmutation a Bcare-heard, and now by prefent 
profeflion a Tinker. Askc c Marrian Hacket the fat Alcwifcof 
Wincot , if fliee know me not : if fbe fay I am not xiiii. d. on the 
fcore for Iheere Ale; fcorc mec vp for the lyingft knaue in 
Chriftcndome. What I am not beftraught : here’s 
3 . < ytfan. Oh this it is that makes yourLadie mourne. 
a Mar. Gh this is it that makes your feruants droop. 

Lord, Hence comes it, that your kindred limns your houfe 

Asb cat en hence by your ftrange Lunacie. 

Oh Noble Lord , bethinkethce of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banilhmcnf 

And banifh hence thefeabieff lowlie dr earnest * 

Icoks how thy feruants do attend on thee a 
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The Taming of the SkreV, 

Each in his office r eadie at thy becke. 

Wilt thou haue muticke ? H irke Apollo playcs, Multch 
And twentie caged Nightingales do fing, 

Or wilt thou flcepe ? Wee’l haue thee to aCouch, 

Softer and f weeter then the lullfull bed 
On purpole trim’d vp for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke : we will beftrow the grounds 
Or wilt thou ride ?thy horfeslhall betrap’d. 

Their harneffe lluddcd all with Gold and Pearle. 

Doft thou loue hawking? Thou haft hawkes willfoare 
Ataue the Morning Laske. Or wilt thou hunt, 

1 hy bounds Ilia 1 1 make the W elk n anfwer them 
And fetchlhrill ccehoes from the hollow earth. 

1 c Man . Say thou wilt courfc.thy gray- hounds are asfwif* 
As breatheiStags : I fleeterthenthe Roe. 

2 'JAl. Doft thou loue pifturcs? wevvilfetch thee ftr ait 
Adonis painted by a running brookc, 

And Citherca all in hedges hid. 

Which feeme to moue and wanton with her breath, 

Euen as the wauing fedges play with winde. 

Lord. W ee’l (lie w thee /s,as (he was a Maid, 

And how (he was beguiled and furptiz’d. 

As Jiueh’c painted, as the deede was done. 

3 Man. Or Daphne roming through a thornic wood. 
Scratching herlegs.that one lhal fwcarclhe bleeds. 

And at that light fhalliad Apollo vveepe. 

So workraanhe the blood andtearesare drawne. 

Lord. Thouart a Lord and nothing but a Lords 
Thou haft a Ladie farre -rooreBeautifull, 

Then any woman in this wainingage. 

I Man. And til the teares that fli c hath fhed for thee, 
like enuious flouds orerun her louely face. 

She was the faireft creature in the world. 

And yetfheisinferiour to none. 

Beg. Am I a Lord and haue I fuch a Ladic ? 

Or do I dreame ? Or haue I dream’d till now l 
I do not ileepe : I fee, I heare , I fpeakc : 

I fmel fwcet fauors,and I feelefofc things : 

V poa my life I am a Lord indeed®. 



The Taming of the S hre tP« 



And not a Tinker,nor Chriftopher Site. 

Well .bring oar ladie hither to ourlighr, 

And once agairiea poto'th fmalleft Ale. 

2 . Man. W.lt pleafe your mightinetre to warn your hands : 
Oh how wc ioy to fee your wit refto’d, 

Oh that once more you knew but what you are : 

Thefe fiftcene yeeres you haue bin in a dreame, 

Or when you wak’d/o wak’d as if you llcpt. 

Beg. Thefe fifteene yeeres, by my ray, a goodly nap, 

But dtd I ncuerfpcakeofail that time. 

S (Man. Oh yes my Lord, butverie idle words 
For though you lay heere in this goodlicchamber, 

Yet would you fay, ye weare beaten out of doore. 

And raile vpon the Hoflefte ofthe houfe, 

And fsy you would prefent her at the Lecte, 

Becaufe Ihe brought ftone-iugs, and no fea’ld quarts i 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hackct. 

Beg. I, the womans maid of thehoufe. 

3 . (Man Why fir you konw no houfe, nor no fuch maid 
Nor no fuch men asyou haue reckon’d vp, 

A% Stephen She, and old John Tdj’-ps of Greece, 

And Peter Tttrph . and Henry ‘Pimpernel/, 

And twentie more fuch names and men as thefe. 

Which neuer were , nor no man eucrfaw. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends, c All. Amen 

Enter Ladie with a Attendants* 

Beg. I thsnkethcc,thou (halt nocloolc by it. 

Lady How fares my noble Lord ? 

Beg. Marrie 1 fare wclfforhecreis chccrc enough. 

Where is my wife? 

La. Heere noble Lord what is thy will with her 
Beg. Are you my wife and will not call mcc husband? 

My mtnfhould call mee Lord,! am your good-man. 

La. My husband and my Lord,my Lord and husband I am your 
wife in all obedi nee. 

Beg. I know it well , what mufti call her ? 

Lord. Madam. 

Beg. Bice Madam , or Tone Madam ? 

B Lcrd 
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7 he Taming of\ the Shrew. 

Lord. Madam , and nothing elfe,fo Lords call Ladies 

Betr. Madame. wife, they fay thatlhaue dream’d, 

And ilepcaboucforaefiftccncycareormoie. 

Lady. I, and the time feeme’s thirty vnto me. 

Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. 

Beg. ’Tisrnuchjferuamslcauemcandhcr alone: 

Madam vndrelle you, and come now to bed. 

La. Thrice nobleLord, Lee me imreaccof you 
To pardon me yet for a night or two; 

Or if not fo , vntill the Sun be fet. 

For your Phyfittons haue exprcllely charg’d, 

In perill to incurrc you former malady, 

That I fhould yet ablent me from your bed : 

I hope this resfon (landsfor my excufe. 

Beg. I, It ftands fo that 1 may hardly tarry fo long : 

But I would be loth to fall into my dreamesagainc: I will there 
fore tarric in defpight of the flelli and the blood. 



Enter a<JAte§engcr. 

OWef Your Honors Players hearing your amendment 
•a-c come toplay aplcafantComedie, 

?or fo your Doctors hold it veric mcete. 

Seeing too muchfadneffe hath congeal’d your bmod, 
\ndmelancholly is the Nurfc of lienz-.e, 
rherefore they thoughtit good youhearca play 
knd frame your minde to mirth and mernment, , 

;U,»* 

Be/. What houihold Ruffe. 

Lady , It is a kind of hiftory. 

Bee. Well, wc’lfce’t: 

Com Madam wife fit by myfidjp 

And let the world flip, wee fhalln 1 , o 

TUurif.. 

To fee fairc Tadua, nurfcnc of. Alts, 



T he Taming oft the fbreW. 

I,am arriu’d for frtiitfull Lumbar die . , 

The pleafant garden of great Italy, 

And by nay fathersloue andleaueam arm 
With his good will, and thy good companie. 

My truflie ferusnt well approu’d in all, 

Hcere let vs breath , and haply mllitute 
A courfeef Learning, and ! ingenious ftudies. 

Pifd renowned for gruuc Citizens . 

Gaue me my being, and my father fin*. 

A Merchant of great Trafficke through the world : 
Vtnctntus come of the Bentiuoli j, 

'Uicentio's fonne , brought vpin Florence, 

Ic (hall become to ferae all hopes concern’d 
To dcckc his fortune with his vertuous dcedcs : 
And therefore Tranioy for the time I ihidie, 

Vcrrue and that part of Philofophie 
Will I applie , that treates of happinefle, 

By veruc fpecialiy to beatchieu’d. 

Tell ma thy minde, for 1 haue Plfa left. 

And am to Padua come, ashethatlcaues 
A (hal low plafli, to plunge him in the deepe. 

And with faciccic feekes to quench his third. 

Tra. c JMe Pardinato , gentle maidcr mine: 

I am in all affe&ed asyour felfe, 

Glad that you thus continue your refolue, 

To fuckethe fvveets of l’wcete Philofophie. 

Onely (good mailer) while we do admire 
This vertue, and this morall difeipline, 

Let’s be no Stoickes,ncr no llockcsl pray. 

Or lo deuoteto tsfriftotles chcckes 
As Quid-, be an out-cad quite abiur’d : 

Balke Logicke with acquaintance thac you haue, 
And pra&ife Rhctorickc in your common talke, 
Maficke and poefic vfc, to quicken you, 

The Machematickes and the Mctaphyfickcs 
Falltothem asyoufinde your domacke leruesyou: 
No print growes where isnoplcafuretane : 

Inbr cfefir, dudie what you mod affeft. 

Lhc' CuxacxclciTranio ,wclldodthou aduife 
Ba 







T be Taming of the [brety, 

^ B ionddlo thou wert come afhore, 
e could at once purvsinreadineiTe, 

And take a Lodging fit te entertaine 
Such friends<(as time) in Padua fiiall beger. 

But flay a while, what comp.nie is this? 

Tra. M after Tome Ihcw to welcome vs to Towns, 

Enter Baptijla wit a andhts two daughters , Katerina Bianca^ 
(jremio a P ant clow tie, Hortentio jifler to Bianca . 

Lnccn Tranio t jlandbj. 

Bap. Gentlemen importune me no farther. 

For how I firmly am relolu’d you knows 
That is not to bellow my yongt ft daughter. 

Before ] haue a husband tor the elder: 

If either ot you both louc Katherina, 

Becaufe-I know you well, and loue you well , 

Leaue (hall you haue to court her acyourplcafure. i 

T o cart her rather. She’s to rough for mce. 

There, there Hortenfio, will you any Wife? 

Kate. I pray youfir, isityour will 
Tojnakeaftale ot me amongftthefe mates? 

Her. Mates maid, how mcane you that ? 

No matesforyou, 

Vulclfeyou were of Gentler milder mould, 

Kate. I faith fir, you (hall ncuer ncedetofeare, 

I- wis it is not halfe way to her hearts 
But if it were, doubt not, her care fliould be » 

To combe your noddle with a chrcc-lcgg’d ftoole, 

And paint your f ce, and vfeyou likeafoolc. 

PI or. From all fuch diuels, good Lord deliuervs. 

6Vv. A' d inctoo. goodLord. 

Tra. Hufiit mafter,heres fome good paftime toward;,. 

That wench is ftirke mad, or wonderfull frovvard. 

Lucen. Bur im he others filencedo Ifee, 

.MLids milde behauiour and fobrietie. 

VactTranio. 

Tra. Well faid M r , mum, and gaze your fill. 

Bap, Gentlemen, that I mayfoonc make good 
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J'heTeming of the Shrew* 

What I haue faid Bianca get you n, 

And let it noc difpleafe thee good B ianca. 

For I will louc thee ncre the Idle my girie. 

Kate A pretty peate , it is bell put finger in the eye, and »he 

knew why. . 

Bian. Sifter content you in my dilcontcnr. 

S’r .oyourpleafurehumblyIfubfcr.be: 

My bookesand inllrumcnts ihall be my coropanie, 

On them to lookc, and praftifc by my felfe. 

Luc. Harks Tranio , thou maift hearc Ad inertia fpeak. 

Bor. Signior Baptijla ,will you be fo ftrange, 

Sorrie am 1 that our good will effcfls 
Bianca's greefe. 

Cjre. Why will you mew her vp 
( Signior Baptijla ) for this fiend of hell, 

And make her beare the pennance of her tongue. 

Bap. Gentlemen content y e : I am refolud s 
Go in Bianca. 

And fori know Ihe takethmoft delight * 

In Muficke, Inilrumen s,and Poetry, 
i'choolemafters will I keepe within my houfc, . 

Fitto inftrufl her youth. I you Hortenjio , 

Orfignior g-remio you knowany fuch, 

Prcferre them hither: for to cunning men, 

I will be very kind and liberal!, 

T 0 mine owne children, in good bringing vp* 

And 1b farewell : Katherina you may llay , 

For I haue more to commune with Bianca. Exit. 

Kate. Why and I irull I may go too, may I not ? 

What Ihall I be appointed hourcs,as though 
(Belike) I knew not what to take. 

And what to leaned Ha. Exit- 

Gre. You may goto the diuels dam : your gifts are fo good 
hcere’s none will holdc you : There louc is not fo great Horten - 
fio, but we may blow our miles together, and faft it Tandy our. 
Gut cakes dough on both fides. Farewell : yet for the loue 1 beare 
my weete Bianca , if I can by any memes lighten a fitt man to 

Sr Kr t Ut WhCrdn liiCC dell S h;S > 1 will wilh him So ber 

® 3 Hon. 
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The Taming oftbeShre 

//ar.Sowilll figniour GremioibutA wore! pray Though them, 
turcofourquarrell yet neuer brook’d Parle.knownowvponad." 
uicc,it touchech vs both: that we may yet againc haue accede te 
toourfairejvliftris , and behappiermalsin Btatwa'shue, to la- 
bour and effect one thing fpecially! 

Qre. What’s that I pray ? 

Hor. Marrielirto geta husband for her Sifter. 

Gre. A husband : a diucll. 

tlor.' I l'iy a husband. 

Gre. I Jay, a diucll : Thin k’ftthou HorenJIo, though her father 
be vcric rich, any man is fo verie a foole tobc married to hell ? 

Hor. Tufh Gremio '. though it palle your patience & mine to 
endure her iowd alarums, why man there be good fellowesinthe 
world, and a man could light on them, would take hcrwithall 
f’aulcs, and mony enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell s but I had as lief take her dowric with this 
condition) To be whiptac the high crollccuerie morning. 

Hor. Faith (as you fay ) there’s fmallchoiccin rotten apples: 
but come, fince this bar in law makes vs friends, itfhallbcl'ofarr 
forth friendly maintain’d, tillby helping TSaftifias cldcft daugh- 
tertoahusband , weefethisyongeftfreeforahuiband, andthen 
hauctoo t’afreQi ; Sweete Bianca^ happy man be his dole: he that 
runnes fafteft, gets the Ring: How lay you fignior Gremio! 

grew. I am agreed, and would I had giuen himthebefthorfe 
in P adnata begin his woing that would thoroughly woe her, 
wed her, and bed her, andriddc the houfc of her. Gome on. 

Exeunt ambo. Manet Tranio and Lucent to, 

Tra. I pray fir cel me, isitpofliblc 
That loue fhould of a fodainc take fuch hold. 

Luc. Oh Tranio till I found it to be true, 

I rteuer thoughtit poffible or likely. 

But fee, while idely I flood looking on, 

I found the cffe£l of loue in idlencfte. 

And now in plainelTcdo confcffc to thcc 
That arttomeeasfecrctandas deere 
As lAnna to the Quecue of Carthage was : 

T rants I burne, 1 pine, I perifh Tranio , 

If I atchucieue not this yong modsll gyrlc : • ^ 

* 

_ M - 
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J'heTming}ofthe Shrew* 

Counfail me T ran to, for 1 know thoucanft : 

Affillmc Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Maftcritis no time to chideyounow, 

Atfe£lion is not rated from the heart : 

Ifloue haue touch’d you, naughtremaines but fo, 

Re dime te c apt am qnam queas minimo . 

Luc. GramcrcicsLad: Go forward, this content s,, 

The reft will comfort, for thy counfcls found. 

Tra. Mailer, youlook’d fo longly on the maide, 

P erhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 

Luc. Gh yes, Ilaw fweecebeauticinhcrface. 

Such as the daughter of <^fgenor had, 

That made great loue to humble him to her hand. 

When with his knees he kift the Cretan ftrond. 

Tra. Saw you no more? mark’d you not how her filler 
B egan ro fcold, and raife vp fuch a ftorme, 

That mortal earcs might hardly indurc the din. 

Luc. Tranio, I faw her corrall lips to mouc, . 

And with her breath (lie did perfume the ayre, 

Sattcd and fweete was all I faw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then ’tis time to ftirrehim from his trance t 
I pray you awake fir: if you loue the Maide, 

Bend thoughts and wit* to atebieue her . T hus it (lands 
Her elder lifter isfocurll and fhrew’d. 

That till the Father rid his hands of her, 

Mailer, your loue mu ft liue a maide at home. 

And therefore has heclofcly meu’d her vp, 

Becaufcfhe will not be annoy’d with fuiters. 

Luc. Ah Tranio , what a cruell Fathers he : 

But art thou not aduif d, he tooke fame care 
Tp get her cuning Schoolemafters toinftruft her,. 

Tra. I rnarrie am I fir, and now ’tis plotted. 

Luc. Ihzuc it Tranio. 

Tra. Mafter, for my hand, 

Both our inuentions meet and iumpe in one,. 

Luc. Tcllmethine firft, 

Tra. You will be fchoolc- mafter. 

And vndertake tic teaching of the maid; 
That’syoutdeuice. 




The T timing of the Shre% 

Luc. If is : May it be done ? 

a ’■ P°®ble : who (hall bcare your parr. 

And be in 7 Udua heere Vincentio's ionne V 

O'r'ftS'' anc! f ’ ly Mi b °? kc . wciconie'bisfriendi, 

ViLc his Coti n trie men, and banquet them> 

Luc. Bafta, content thee : for I hauc is full. 

We haiie not yet bin feenein any houfe. 

Nor can we bediflinguifh’d by our faces, 

J^or man or matter : then it follower thus- 
Tnoulhalt be tnider^ramo in m, fled : 

Keepc houie, and port , and feruants as I fliould 
I will loinc other be, fome Florentine, * 

Some Neapolitan , or meaner man of Tifia. 

is hatch d, and ilia.ll be foe '.Tranio at dice 
Vncafe thee: take my Conlord hat andcloake. 

When B iondello comes, he waites on thee. 

But I will charmc him firft to kcepe his tongue. 

Tra. Sohad you neede: . 

In breefeSir, fithityourplcafureis, 

And 1 3m tied to be obedient, 

Fcrlo your father charg'd me at our patting; 

Be feruiceable to my lonnc (quoth he) 

Although 1 thinke ’t was in another fence, 

3 am content to be Lucentio, 

Bccaufe fo well I loue Lucentio . 

Luc. Tramo be fo, becaufe Lucentio loues. 

And let me beaflaue, t’atchieue thatmaide, 

Whefefodainc fight hath thral’dmy wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Heere eomes the rogue. Sirra, where haueyoubin? 

Bion. Where hauc I beene r Nay how now , where are you ? 
Mafter ha’s my fellow Tramo ftolne your clothes, or youllolne 
his or both ? Pray what’s the newes? 

Ltc. Sirra conae hither, 'tis no timetoieft. 

And therefore frame your manners to the time 
Your fellow Tranio heere to fane my life, 

Puts my apparcll, and my countenance on, 

And I for my efcaps hauc put on his: 

For 
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For in a quarrcll fince I came alhorc, 

I kil’d a man, and fcare I was deferied : 

Waite you on him, I charge you, as becomes: 

While! mike way from hence to faue my life! 

You vnderjif and me ? 
r Bio». I fir ne’re a whit. 

Luc, And not a iot of Tramo in your mouth, 

Tranio is chang’d into Lucentio . 

Bitn. The better for him, would I were fo too. 

Tra, So could 1 ’faith boy , to haue the next wifh after, that Luce a* 
indeed chad Baptifias yongeft daughter. Butfirran o t for ray 
Sake, but your raiders, I aduife you vie your manners difcreetly 
in all kmde of companies! When I am alone , why thenlatw 
Tranio : but in all places ; Ife, you mailer Lucentio , 

Luc. Tranto let's go: 

One thing more refts, that thy felfe execute. 

To make one among chefc wooers: if thou askc meewh.y , Suffi« 
cechimyrealbnsare both good and waighty. 

Exeunt. ThcTrefientersaboue jpeaket. 

I . Man. My Lord you nod, you do not minde the play. 

Beer. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter furdy : Comes 
there any more of it? 

Lady. My Lord, ’tis but begun. 

Beg. 'jisa verie excellent peecc of works, Madame Ladie: 
Would ’twerc done. They fit and marks* 

Enter Petrucio, and his man Grumio* 

Petr. Verona, for a while I take my leaue, 

Tofce my friends in Padua j but of all 
Mybeftbcloucd andappreued fiiend 
Horten /10 : and 1 trow this is his houie : 

Heere firra (firumio , knocke 1 fay, 

Gru. Knocke fir ? whomc fihould I knocke ? Is there any man 
ha’s rebsu’d your worlhip? 

Petr. Villainelfay, knocke me heere foundly. 

Gru. Knocke you heere lit? Why fir, what am l fir, that I Ihould 
knocke you heere lir. 

Petr. Villainel lay, knocke me at this gate. 

And rap me well, or Ik knocke your knaucs pate. 

C gyfr 
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'fhtTmmi of the fir el? . 

Grtt. My M 1 is growne quarrclfome : I 

I fliould knocke youfirft, . j 

And then I know after who comes by the wotft. 

‘pttr. Will it not be? 

FaithSirrah. andyou’l not knocke lie ring it, 
lie trie how you can Sol, Fa, andfingir. 

Heringshim bj the tarts 

Grtt. Helpemiftris helpe,my mafter is mad 1 

Petr. Now knocke when I bid you : firrrah villaine. 

Enter Hortenfio 

Her. How now,what’st) e matter? my old friend Grumio, sni 
my good friend 'Petrttchio ? How do you all at Veronal 

Petr. Signior Hortenfio come you to part the iray f 
Conttttti It core bene trobatto, may I fay. 

Hor. Alla nofir a cafa benevenuto multo loonorata figniorm.t 
r Petruchio. 

Rife Cjrnmio rife, we will compound thisquarrdl, 

Grtt . Nay 'tis no matter fir , what he leges in Latine. If this be 
not a lawfull caule for me to lcaue hisleuice, lookeyou fir: He 
bid me knocks him , and & rap him foundly fir , Well , was it fit 
for a (truant to vie his mailer lo , being perhaps Jor ought I fee) 
two and thirty, a peept out ? Wfiomc would to Godl had well 
knockt at firft then had net Cjrttmio come by the woift. 

Pi tr. A fcncelelTc villaine : good Hortenfio , 

I bad the ra call knocke vpon your gate, 

And could net.gec him lor my heart todoit. 

Grtt . Knocke at the gate? Oh heauens :lpake you not theft 
words plaine ? Sirra, Knocke me hem : rappe me heere : knock 
me well, and kncckc me foundly ? And come you now with know- 
ing at the gate? 

Pet. Sirra be goh, or talke not I aduife you. 

Hi r. Pctrttchio patience^ I am (fimmuPs pledge ; 

Whythiaa heauiechance twixthim and you, 

Your ancient truftic pleafant feruant Grumio i 
And tell me now (fweetc friend) what happic gale 
Blowesyouto Padua heere,.fromold Verona ? 

Petr. Such winde as featters yong men through cheworlo. 
To feeke their fortunes farther then at home, 

^hcre fmallCTpwiince grdwesbut in a few. ^ 
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fcigriior Hortinfio, thusit Hands with me, 

'Antonio my father is decealf , 

And I iiauethruft my fell c into this maze. 

Happily to wiue and chriue, as bell l may: 

Crownes in my purfe 1 haue,and goods at home. 

And Co am come abr ’ad to fee the world. 

Her. Pctrttchio, (lull l then come roundly to thee. 

And with thee toa flirew’d dl-fauor’a wife ? 

Thou’ditthankeme but alittlefor my counlell: 

A nd yet I le promife thee (he Hull be rich. 

And ver e rich: but th’arc too much my friend, 

And He not w.fh thee to her, 

Petr. Hortenfio , ’twixtfuch friends aswee, 

Few words fu fice :and therefore, if thou know 
One riel: enough co be Petrttchio’s wife: 

As wealth is burthen ofmy woing dance) 
defile asfoule as was FlorcntiusLoue, 

As old a Sibell , and as curft and (hrow’d 
As Socrates Zentippe, or a worfc : 

She moues me not, or not remoues at lead 
Affections edge in me. W ere (he as rough 
As are the twellmg Adnatickf teas. 

I come co wiue it wealthily in Padua'. 

If wealthil y , then happily in Padua , ' 

Grue. Nay looke you fir, hetelsyou flatly what h&minde is ; 
Whygiue him gold enough, and marrie him to a Puppecoran 
’Aglet babie, or an old trot with ne’re a tooth in her head, though 
file haue as many difeafes as two and fiftic horfes. Why nothing 
comes amifie, to monie comes withall, 

Hor. Peiruchio, fince we are fiepc thus farr in, 
i wil 1 continue that I broach’d in ieft, 
i can Pet’-uchto helpc thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and yong and beautious. 

Brought vp as bell becomes a Gentlewoman. 

Her only fault and that is faults enough, 
h that (heisintollerablccurft, 

And fiirow’d ana (toward, (o beyond aliracafiire, 

That wei e ray b aie taire world then it is, 

J Would not wed her .or amine of Gold. 
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Petr. Hortenfo peace: thou knowft not goIdscffe& 4 
T el I mcc her fathers name, and’eis enough : 

For I willboord her, though (he chide as load 
As thunder, when the clouds in Autumnecrackcg, 

Her. Her father Baptifia (JMtnola, 

A affable and courteous Gentleman, 

H ? rnatnc is Katherina (JMwola, 

Rcnown’d in Padua for her fcolding tongue. 

Petr. I know her father , though ! know not her 3 
And he knew my deceased father well : 

I will not fleepe Hortenfo til I fee her, 

And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 

To giueyou ouer at this firft encounter, 

Vnlcffe yon will accompanie mec thither. 

gru. i pray you ^ir let him g© while the humor kftj. Amy 
Word, and (he knew him as- well as I do, flic would thiuke fcolding 
would do- little good vpon him. Shec may perhaps call him halle 
afeore Knaues, ©rfo; Why that’s nothing ; and he beginsonce, 
hee’leraile in his ropovtjekes, lie tell you what fir, asdflieftand 
him but ahtlc,he will throw a figure in her face, and fodi/figure 
hit with ir, that (he (hail haue- no more ties to fee withall then a 
Cat : you know him not fir.. 

Hor. Tarrie Petruchto I muft go with thee. 

For in Baptifas kef pe my treafure is : 

He hath the Jewel of my life in hold, 

Kisyongeft daughter, beautifull Bianca ^ 

And her with- holds from me. Other more 
Suters to her, and riualsin my Loue; 

Suppolirgit a thing impoffiblc, 

For thole defefis I haue before rehear ft. 



Thateuer Katherina wilbe woo’d 
Thcrforc this order hath R apt i ft a tane. 

That none (liall haue accede vnto Bianca , 

Til Katherine the Cur ft, haue got a husband. 

Cjrn. Katherine the ctirft , 

A title for a maide,ofall titles the worft. 

Hor. How (hall Boy friend Petruchto c'e niu gne®. 
And offer ms difguif’d in. fober robes, 
jQjol&tBamfh i as afehook-maftw- 



( 
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Wellleenein mufickc, toinftruft Bianca , 

That fo I may by this deuice at lead 
Haue lcaue and lcifure to make loue to her. 

And vnfufpetfed court her by her felfe. 

Enter Cjremio and Lttcentio dif gulf'd. 

Gru. Hcerc’s no knauerie. Sec, to beguile the olde (oikes, how 
the young folkcs lay their heads together. Mafter , mafter, looks 
about you : Who goes there l 

Hor. Peace grumio, it is the riuall of my Loue. 

Tetruchio (land by a while. 

grumio. A propper tripling, and an amorous. 
g-remio. Oh very well, I haue perus’d the note: 

Hearkeyoufir, lie haue there verie fairely bound. 

All bookeso( Loue, fee that at any band, 

And fee you reade no other Lcftures toher : 

Youvnderftandme. Ouerandbefide 

Signior Baptifas liberaluie, 

lie mend it with a Largede. Take your paper too,. 

And let me haue them verie well perfum’d; 

For Ihe is Tweeter then Perfume it felfe 
To whom they go to : what will you reade to her. 

Luc. What ere I reade toher, llepleadeforyou 9 
A s for my patron, (land you fo allur’d, 

Asfirmely as your felfe were (till in place, 

Yea and perhaps with more fucceflefull words 
Then you ; vnledeyou were alcholler fir, 
gre. Oh this learning, what a thingit is, 

Gru. Oh this Woodcocke, what an Affeic is. 

Petru. Peace firra. 

tier. Grumio mum : God faue you fignior Gremio. 

Gre. And you are wcl met, Signior Hor ten fie. 

| row you whither 1 am going ? To Baptifla Mtno/a, 
i pronuft to enquire carefully 
Aboutcafchooleinaftcrforthc faire Bianca. 

And by goodforcune 1 haue lighted well 
On this yong man : For learning and behauiour 
j it for her turne, well read in Poetrie 
And other bookes, good ones, I warrant yee. 

5 * 3 Her. 




l'he Taming of the Shrew. 

Hor. “Tis well : and I haue met a Gentleman 
Hath promift me to hclpe one to another, 

A fine Mufitian to inftrudf our miftris. 

So (hall I no whit be bthindio dutie 
To faire Bianca, fo Uclouedof tnc . 



Gre. Bdoued of me, and that my deeds fliallproue. 
Gru . And that h $ bags (hall proue. 
j Her. G emio,’i\% now no time to vent our loue, 

I iften to me, and if you ipcake me faire, 
lie tell you r e - a indifferent good tor cither. 

Hecre is a Gentleman whom by chance I met 
V pen agreement from vs to his liking, 

Will vndertake to WOOjCUrll Katherine, 

Yea and to roairic her, if her dowrie plcafe. 

C/re. So (aid, fo done, is well : 

Hortcnjio, haue you told him all her faults ? 

Tetr. I ki ow (lie is an irkefome brawling fcold : 

If that beallMiftcrs, Ibeareno harme. 

gre. No, fay ft me fo, friend / what Countreyman? 
Petr. Borne in ZJerona ,o\dButonios(onne: 

My father dead, my fortune liuesfor me , 

And I do hope good dayes and long, to fee, 

Gre. Oh fir,fuch a life withfucha wife, were flrange 5 
But if you haue ftomacke, too’t a Gods name, 

^ ou (hall haue me abiding you in all. 

But will you woo this wild. cat f 
Petr, Will I hue? 

Gru. Willie woo her ?I: or lie hang her. 

Petr. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 

I hinke you , a Iitle dinne can daunt mine cares ? 



Haue I nor in my time heard Lyons rore ? 

Haue I not heard the fea, puf. vp with windcs, 

Rage likeanargry Boarc, chafed with fweat? 

Haue I not heard great Ordnance in the field i 
■ And hcauensArtillerie thunder in the j kics? 

Haue I not in a pitched battell heard 

Loud larums, neighing deeds , and trumpets clangue 

And do you tell me ©fa womans tongue ? 

That giucs 110c halfe fo great a bloyv to heart , 






william Shakespeare Taming of the Shrew (stc 22327 



r ou mcane? 



The Taming of the Shrew* 

Aswil aCheffc-nutin aFnrmersfire. 

Tu(h, tu (h,(cart bey cs with bugs, 

Cjru. For he feares none. 

Grcm , Hertenjjo hearke: 

T his Gentleman is happily arriu’d j 
My niinde prefumes for his ©wne good, andyours. 

Hor ■ I promift we would be Contributors, 

And beare his charge of wooing what focie. 

Gremio. And fo we will, prouided that he win her. 
gru . I would I were as fure of a good dinner. 

Enter Trattio braue, and Btondello. 

Tra. Gentlemen Gcdftue you. If I may be bold 
T ell me 1 befccch you which is the readied way 
To the houfe of Sigmor Bapttfta GMinola ? 

Bion. Hethatha’s the two faire daughters: id he yc 
Tra. Eucn he Btondello. 3 

gre. Hearke you fir, you meane not her to . 

Tra'. Perhaps him and herfir, what haue you to do? 

P e t r. Not her that chides fir, at any hand! pray 
T, ante. I loueno chidersiir : Btondello, let’s away. 

Luc. W ell begun T ranio. 3 ’ 

Hor. Sir a word ere you go : 

Arc you a futorto the Maid youtalke of, yea or no? 

Tra. And I be fir, is it any offence ? 

'f™ 1 * 10 "' m °rcwordsyou will getyouh.net 

»p ,,, ‘ iprays '°“ « <« * : n £ 

gre . But fo isnot (he. 

Tra. For what rcafon I befeechyou 
G re. For this reafon if you’l kno 

T n hoic u “\ e 

Hor ThatflicisthcchofenofSignior/ 1 / * r 

Tra Softly niy Mafters : If yo/be ' 

D© me this right: hearc me patience, CmCI1 

Bapnfta isanobleGcntleman 

To whom my Father is not allvnknowne’ 

And were his daughter faircrthtn (he is ’ 

ohemay morefmois haue, and meforone' 
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Faire Ladaes daughter had a thouland wooers. 

Then wellenc moremay faire Bidncd haue 
And fo (he (hall : Lucentio (hall make one, 

Though Parisc&me, in hope to fpecdc alone. 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talltevs all c 
Luc ' Giue him head, i know hc«’l prouea lade. 

Petr. Horten fe t to what end are all thefc words ! 

Her. Sir, let me be fo boldas askeyou, 

Did you yet eucr fee Baptiftasdmghzet ? 

Tra. No fir, butheare I do that he hath two J 
Theonc,as famousfor a fcolding tongue. 

As is the other, for bcautious modcltie. 

Pet. Sir, fir, the firlVs for me, let her go by • 

Gre. Y ea leaue that labour to great Hercules* 

And let it be more then o 4lcides eweiue. 

"Petr. Sirvndcrftandyou this of me (infooth) 

Thcyongcft daughter whom you hearken for. 

Her father keepes from all accede of tutors 
And will not promife her to any man, 

Vntill the elder filter firft be wed. 

The yonger then is free, and not before. 

Tranio. Ifit be folk, that you are the man 
Muft (teed vs ail, and me amongft the reft : 

And if you breake the ice, and do this feeke, 

Atchieue the elder , fee the yonger free. 

For our accede, whofc hap (hall be to haue her, 

Wil not fo gracelefle be, to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir you fay wcl, and well you do conceiue 8 
And fince you do profcfic to be a Tutor, 

You mult as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 

To whom we all reft generally beholding. 

T rank. Sir, 1 (hall not be flacke, in figne whereof, 

Pleafe ye we may contriue this afeernoone. 

And quafte caroul’es to ou. Miftrelle health. 

And do as aduetfaries do in law, 

Striue mightily , but eate and drinke as friends. 

Gru . Bion. Oh excellent motion : fellowes le’ts‘be gon, 

Hor. The motions good indeed, and be it fo. 

Pc track to. 1 (hall be vour Been vsnuto . Exeunt, 

3 ~ ■ Em- 
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Enter Katherina and Bianca* 

Bian, Good lifter wrerg me not, nor wrong your fclfc. 

To make a bondmaidc and a flaue oFmec, 

That I difdaine: but forthefeothcr goods, 

Vnbind my hands, lie pull them oft my ielfe. 

Yea all my raymcnc to my petticoate. 

Or what you will commaundme, will I do. 

So well 1 know my dutie to my elders. 

Kate. Of all thy Tutors heere I charge tell 
Whom thou iou’it beft : fee thou diflcmhie not. 

Bianca. Beleeuc me After , of all chfc men aliue, 

I neueryet beheld chat fpeciall face. 

Which I could fancie , more then any other. 

Kate. Minien thou lycft : It’S not Hortenjio ? 

Bian. If thou affeft him lifter, heere I fweare 
1 1« plead for you my felfe , but you (hall haue him . 

Kate. Oh then belike you fancie riches more 
You will haue Gremio to keepeyou faire. 

Bian. Is it tot him you do enuie me fo ? 

Nav then you ieft, and now I well perceiue 
You haue but ieftedwith me all this while : 

I pre thee filler Kate vnite my hands. 

Ka. If that be ieft, then all the reft was fo. Strikes her 



Bap. Why how now Dame, whence growesthis infolence t 
Btanca. ftand afide, ponre Gyrle (he weepes : 

Go ply the needle, meddle notwithher. 

For foame thou hilding of a diuellilh fpirit, 

Why doft thou wrong her, that did nere wrong thee ? 

»V nendidlhce erode theewitha bitter word > 6 

Kate. Her filcnce flouts me, and 11c be rcueng’d. 

Bap What in my fight ? Bianc a get thee inf 

c h ?f te - Wh ■' not Hiffer me : Nay nowl fee 
Shess you ; treafure , (he mull haue a husband 
I mult dance bare-fpoton her wedding day 
And for your loue to hep:, lead Apes jn hell.’ 

D Talkc 
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Talke not to me, I will go fit and weepe, 

Till lean findeoccafionofreuenge. 

Bap. Was euer Gentleman thus greeu’d as I i 
But who eomes heete. 



Enter Grew, io, Luceniio , in the habit of a meaneman, 
Petrttchio with Tranio, veithhis bey 
bearing* Lute andbookes, 

Gre. Good morrow neighbour Baptifia. 

Bap. Good morrow neighbour fremto : Gcdfaueyou Gen. 
demen. 

Petr. And you good firs pray haue you not a daughter cald/Ot* 



ierina^ and vercuous. 

Bap . I haue a daughter fir, eal’d Katerina. 

Gre. Y<- u 3rc to blunt, go to it orderly, 

Petr. You wrong me fignior Gremtt, giue me lcaue f 
I am 3 Gentleman of Verona fir, 

That hearing of her bcautic, and her wit, 

Her affabilitie and balhfull modeftie i 
Her wondrous qualities . and mild behauiour, 

Am bold to lhew my 1'clfe a forward gueft ^ 

Within your houfc , to make mine etc the vvicrulTe 
Of that report, Which 1 lo oft haue heard. 

And for an entrance to my entertainment, 

Ido prefent you with a man of mine 
Cunning in muficke, and the Msthcmacickcs, 

To initrua her fully in thofe fcicnces, 

Whereof I know fhe is not ignorant, 

Accept of him, or elfc you do me wrong, 

M isnamc is Lino , borne in CMantua . 

Bap. Y’are welcome fir, and he for your good lake 
But for my daughter Katerine, this 1 know. 

She is not for your turne the more my greife. 

Pet. I fee you doc not mcane to patt with her. 

Or elfe you like not of my coropanie. 

Pap Miftake me not, I fpeake but as 1 finde. 

Whence arc you fir ? What may i call your name. 

Pet. Pe truth to is any name tsi ‘htenius fonne 
A man w ell koowne throughout a:l b«l& 
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Bap. 1 know him well : you are welcome for his fake, 

Gre. Sauingvour tale Petruchio , I pray let vs that are poor 
petitioners ipeake too? Bacare, you are meruay ous forward. 

Pet. Oh , pardon'fne, fignior Gretnio, I would fame be doing’ 
Gre. I doubric not fir. But you will curie 
Your wooingneighbors : this isa guilt 
Very grateful!, 1 am fure of it, to exprelfe 
The like kindnefle my felfc , that haue becnc 
.More kind ely beholdingto youthen any 
Freely giue vino this yong fcholler, that hath 
Beene long ftudying at Rhemes , ascunning 
In Greeke, Latin? ,and other Languages, 

As theotherinmuficke and Mathcimcfekes: 

His nameis Cambio •. pray you accept hi$feru.~e. 

Bap. A tboufand thank- s fignior Cjrcmio'. . 

Welcome good Cambio. But gentle fir, 

Methinke»you walke like a firanger, 

May I be fo bold, toknow the caufe of your comming ? 

Tra. Pardon me fir , the boidnellcis mine ownc, 

That being a ftrangcr in this Gittie hecre, 

Do make my (clfe a Tutor to your daughter, 

Vnto Bianca , fcaireandvertuous : 

Nor is your firmc refoluc, vnknownc to race. 

In the preferment of the eldcft lifter. 

This Libertie is all chat I requeft, 

Thatvpon knowledge of my parentage, 

Imay haue welcome ’mongft the reft that woo.’ 

And free acctlfe and fauour as the reft. 

And toward the educat ion of your daughters : 

I hcere beftow a fimplc inftrument. 

And this fmall packet of Greeke and Latine bookes: 

If you accept them, then their worth is great : 

Bap. Lucentio is your name of whence 1 pray. 

Tra. Of Ptfa fir, lonne to Fincentie. 

^ a P- A mightie man of c Pifa by report, 

I know him well : you are verie welcome fir : 

Take you the Lute, and you the fetof bookes, 

You fliallgo fee yourpupilsprefcntly. 

Holla^ithin, 

D 2 
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Enter a SertMHt; 

Sirrah, lead thefe Gentlemen 

To my daughter*, and tell them both 

Thefe are their T ucors, bid them vfe them wcl^ 

W e will go walkc a litle in the Orchard, 

And then to dinner : you are paffing > welcome, * 

And fo I pray you all to thinke yourfe. ies. 

Pet. Signior ’Baftifia i my bufineffe asketk haftej. 
And cucry day I cannot come to woo. 

You knew my father well, and in him me, 
left folic heire to all his Lands and goods. 

Which 1 haue bettered rather then decreait. 

Then tell me, If I get your daughters louc. 

What dowrie (hall I haue with her to wife. 

Bap. After ray death, the one halfe of my Lands,, 
And in portelsion twentiethoufand Crowncs, 

Pet : And for that dowrie, lie allure her of 
Her widdow-liood, be it that (lie furuiue me. 

In all my Lands and L cafes whaefoeuer, 

Let fpecialties be therefore dra wne betweene vs,. 

That coucnants may be kept oneithcr hand. 

Bap. 1, when the fpcciall thing is wdl obtain’d,. 
That ishcr loue: for that is allinall. 

'Pet, Why that is nothing : for I tell you father, 

I am as peremptorie as (he proud minded: 

And where two raging fires rneete together. 

They doconfume t he thing that feedes their furie.. 
Though litle fire growes great with litle windc, 

$er extreme gufts will blowout fire and all : 

.So I to her, and fo (heyceldsto me, 

For I am rough, and woo not like ababe. 

Bap. Well mailt thou woo, and happie be thy fpeed f 
But be thou arm'd 'for fome vnhappie words. 

'Pet. I to the proofe, as Mountaincs are for windcs, 
That fiiakcs not, thouglvthcy blow perpetually 

Enter Borieajio with Ins head broke. 

Sap. Flow now my friend why doft thou looke fo pale ?• 
Bor. For feare 1 promife you, it i looke pale. 



The Taming oftbcShreV. 

Bap. What will my daughter proue a good Mufitian ? 

Hor. I thinke (he’l ptouc a fouldier, 

Iron *nay hold with her, but neuer Lutes. 

Bap. Why then thou cand not breake hertotheLute? 

Bor . Why no for (he hath bro ke the Lute to me : 

I did but cell her (he ^ mirtooke her frets. 

And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering. 

When (with a moift impatient diuclhlh fpiric) 

Frets call you thefe i (quoth (he( lie fume with them : 
And with that word (he llrokc me on the head, 

And through the inftrument my pate made way. 

And there I (food amazed for a while. 

As on a Pillorie, looking through the Lute, 

While (lie did call me Rafcall, Fidlcr, 

And twangling Iacke, with twentiefuch vildetearmes, 

As had (he (fudied to mifufeme fo* 

Pet Now by. the world, it is a luflie Wench, 

I loue her ten times more then ere I did^ 

Oh how 1 long to haue foineehac with hep; 

Bap. Well go with me, and be not fo difeomfited,. 
Proceed in Prattife with my yonger daughter, 

She’s apt to learne, and thankclull for good turnes : 
Signior 'Petruchioy will you go with vs, 

Crlhall I fend my daughter Bate to you. . 

_ , . Exit. t_Manet P ctruchio ... 

Pet. I pray you da. He attend herhcerc 
And woo her with fome fpiric when (he comes, 
ay that (he raile, why then lie tell her plaiae. 

She (mgs as Iwe etly as a Nightinghale : 

Say that (hefrowne,Ile fay/he lookes as dears 
A s Morning Rofcs newly walht with dew : 

Say (he bemutc, and will no.fpeakc a word, 

1 hen lie commendher volubility, 

And fay (he vttercth piercing eloquence : 

If Ihedo bid mepacke lle giuc herthanke*, 

gastaasar” 
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Enter Katerina, 

Good morrow Kat e , for thati your name I hears. 

Kate. Well haue you heard, bur fome thing hard of hcaiiiw ... 
They call me Kat'erine, that do talks of me. •' 

Pet. You lye in faith, for you are call’d plainc-KW^ i 
And bony Kate , ana fomtimes Kate the curfl : 

But Kate , the prectieft Kate inChriflcndamc, 

Kate of AT/rre-hall, my fuper-daintie Kate, 

For dainties arc ali Kates, and therefore Kate 
Takcehisofnie , Kate ofmy confohtian. 

Hearing thy rnildndle prais’d in cucry Towne, 

Thy vcrcucs (poke of, and thy beautic founded. 

Yet notlodeeptly as to thee belongs, 

My lelfe am mou’d to woo thee for my wife. 

Kate. Mou’d in good time, let him that mou’d you fsidjci: 
Ecmouc you hence : I Knew you at chc fixft 
You were a moueable. 

Fet. Why, what’s a moueable ? 

Kat, A ioyn’d lloolc. 

Fet. Thou haill hit it :comc fit on me. 

Kate. Afles are made to beare, and fo are you, 

‘Fet. Women are made 10 beare, andfoarcyou 
Kate. No fuch lade as you , if me you meanc 
Pet. Alas good Kate , I will not burden thee, 

For knowing thee to be but yong and light, 

Kate. T oo light for fuch a fwaine as you co catch, 
Andyctasheauieasmy waightlhould be. , •. 

Pet. ShoIdbc,fli©uld: buzze. 

Kate. Welltane, and like a buzzard. 

Fet . Oh flow- wing’d Turtle fhail a buzzard take thee ? 

Kate, I for a Turtle as he tike a buzzard. | .- r ' 

Pet. Come, come you vvaifpe, y’faith you arc too angtic. 
Kate. If I be wafpilh, belt beware my fling. 

Pet. My remedy is then to plucks it out. o; 

Kate. I, If the 'oolecouldfiacfc u where it lies. 

Fet. Who knowes not wh.erea Wafpe does yveare his ftiflg 1 ' 
In his tails. 

Kate. In his tongue ? 

Pet. Whofe tongue. 
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Kate. Yours if you talke oftailes, and fo farewell. 
p e t. What with my tongue in your tailc. 

Nay come againc,good Kate, l am a Gentleman, 

Kate. Thac He trie. foe firikes him 

Pet. 1 fwearcIlecuffeyou,if ycuftrikeagaine. 

Kate. So may you leofc your armcs. t 
If you flrike me, you are no Gentleman, 

And if no Gentleman, why then no armes. 

Fet. A Heraldic^ f Oh put me in thy booker. 

Kate. Whatisyout Crcft, aCoxcombe . ? 

Fet. A combtlclle Cocke, fo Kate will be my Hen. 

Kate. No Cockeof mine you crow too like a crauen. 

Pet. Nay come Kate come .• you mull not looke fo fowre, 
Kate. It is my falhion when I fee a Crab. 

Fet. Wny heere’sno crab ; and therefore looke not fowre*- 



Kate. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then fhf w it mee. 

Kate. Had I a glade , I would, 

Fet. What, you meanc my face. 

Knte, Well aym’d of fuch a yong one. 

. Pet. Now by S. George I am too yong for you, 
Kate. Yet you arc wither’d. 

Pet. ’Tis with cares. 

Kate. Icarcnot, 

Pet. Nay heare you Kate.ln footh you fcape notfo. 
Kate. IchafeyouifI tarric. Lctmego. 

Pet. No, nota whit, I find you palling gentle; 

Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and fallen, 
And now I finde report a very lyar: 

; or thou artpleafant, gamefome, palling courteous, 
Outflow infpecch: yet i’weeteas fpring-iimc flowers, 
ihouca nft norfrowne, tbou canft not looke a Iconcc, 
Ner oitc the lip, as sngric wenches will, 

Norhaft thou plcafure to be crolTe in talke* 

But thou with mildmtrc entertain'd: thy wooers 
conference, f©fr andafeble. 

Why docs the world report that Kate dothlimpe? 

Oh fland rous world ; Kate like the hazlc twig 

.Jflmght, andflendcr,and« browns jn hue* 
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As hazle nut*, and Tweeter then the kernels ; 

Oh let me fee thee w&lke, thou doft not halt* 

Kate. Go foole,and whom thou keep it command* 

Pet. Did euer SDiatt fo become a Groue 
A* Kate this chamber with her princely gate? 

Oh be thou Dian, andlct her be Kate, 

And then let Kate bechaft, and ‘Dian fportfull. 

Kate' W here did you ftudie all this goodly lpeech ? 

Pet. \t'u extempore, from my mother wit. 

Kate. A wittie mother, wuleffc elfc htrlonne. 

Pet. Ami net wile > 

Kate. Yes, keepe you warme, 

Pet. Marry fo 1 roeanclwcetc J\T^r?w/»d’in thy bed * 

And therefore fcttingall this chat afide. 

Thus in plain* termes ; your father hath confentcd 
That you (hall be my wife ; your dowriegreedon, 

And will you, nill you, I will marry you. 

Now Kate, I am a husband for your turnc. 

For by this light, whereby I feethy beauty, < 

Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well. 

Thou muft be married tono man but me, 

Enter B apt i ft a, (f r&mio } Trattio . 

For I am he am borne to tame you Kane, 

And bring you from a wildc Kate to a Kate 
Conformable as other houlhcld Kates : 

H cere comes your father neuer make deniall, 

I muft, and willhauc Katherine tomy wife. 

Bap. Now Signior Petruchiofoow fpeed you with my daughter? 
Pet. How but well fir ? how but well ? 

Jc wereimpoflible I Ihould fpeed amtlfe. 

Bap. Why how now daughter Katherinefwt your dumps? 
Kit. Call you me daughter? now 1 promileyou 
You haucfliewd a tender fatherly regard. 

To vvifti me wed to one halle Luriaticke, 

A mad cap ruffian and a fwearing Iackc, 

That thinkes with oathes to free the matter cut. 

Pet. Father ’tis thus, your felfe and all the world 
That talk’d cf her, haue. calk’d amitleofher: 
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If (he be curd, it is forpolicie, 

For Ihee’snot froward, butmoded asthc Doue &• 

Shee is not hot but temperate as themorne. 

For patience, die will proue a iecond griff ell. 

And Roman Lucrece for her chafii tie ; 

And to conclude, we haue greed fo well together. 

That vpon fonday is the wedding day, 

Kate. lie fee thee bang’d on fonday fird, 

Gre. Hark Petrucbto , lire fayes Ihec’M fee thee Bang’d firffi 
7?'4.Jsthisyourlpeeding? nay then god night our part. 

Pet . Be patient Gentlemen , 1 chooie her for my felfe. 

If (he and I be pleas’d, what’s that royou i 
’Tis bargain’d tviixc vs twain c being alone, 

Thar flielhall Itill oe curfl in compauie. 

I tell you ’tis incredible to belieue 

How much iheloues me: oh che kindefl Kate, 

Shee hung about my necke, and kiffc on kilfe 
Shee vi’d lo fall, profiling oath on oath. 

That in a twinke (be won me to her loue. 

Oh you arc nouices, ’tis a world to lee 
How came when men and women are alone, 

A meacocke wretch can make the curfteit Ihre w » 

G ue me thy hand Kate , 1 will vnto Uemce 
To buy apparell ’gainft thewede ingday; 

Prouide the feaft father, and bid the guefts, 

I will be fure my Katherine fliall be fine. 

Bap. 1 know not what tolay, but gine meyour hands® 
ood fend you ioy Petruchio 5 ’tis a match. 

9 re * Tra. Amen fay we, we will be wicneffes. 

^ ar ^ tr an d vvite^nd Gentlemen adieu, 
i Will to Venice , fonday comes apace. 

We will naue rings, and hings and tine arrayr 
J fu^w'c wiUbc married a fonday 0 

Exit Petruchio and Katherine* 



^ luiuuaxiuy r 

A n j*P m tlemennow 1 play a merchants part- 

^ven urt mr dly on a del pirate Mart. 

Kra. 1 wasacommodity.la fretting by you, 

E 



’Twill 
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’Twill bring you game, or pec ifh on thefeas. 

■Bap. 1 he gamelfeeke, is quiet me the match. 

9 re - No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch , 

But now B aptifl a, to your yongcr daughter, 

Now is the day we long haue looked for, 

I am your neighbour, and was iutor firft. 

TV*. * am one that loue Bianca more 

Then words can witnefle, or your thoughts can gudle, 

Gre. Yonglingthou canft notlouc fo deareas I. 

Tra. Gray-beard thy louc doth freeze. 

Gre, But thine doth frie, 

•Skipper (land backe, ’tis age that nourifhetb> 

T-, ra. Butyouthin Ladies eyes that flouriiheth. 

Bap. Content you Gentlemen, I will compound this fiiifs 
’T‘s deeds mu ft win the prize, and he of both 
i hat can allure my daughter greateft dower, 

Shall haue my Biancas loue- 

Say fignior Gremio, whatcan yoiraffure her ? 

Gre . Firft, asyou know, my houfe within the City 
Is richly furniflied with plate and gold, 

Eafons and ewers to lauc her dainty hands : 

My hangingsall oitirian tapettrie: 

In Iuory coffers 1 haueftuftmy Csownes s 
In Cipres chefts my arras counterpoints, 

Coftly apparell, tents, and Canopies, 

Finclinnen, Turky cuQiions boftwith pearle, 

Vallerss of Venice gold, in needle, worke 
Pewter and braffe, andall thingsthat belongs 
To houfc or houfc- keeping : then atmy farme 
1 haue a hundred milch-kine to the pale, 

Sixe. fcore fat Oxen (landing in my ftalls. 

And all things anfwerable to this portion. 

My (elfe am llrooke in yeeres 1 muft confeflk,. ... 

.And if I die to morrow this.is hers 
If whil ft I liue (he will be only mine. 

- Tra. That only came wclll in : iir, lift came,- 
l am my fathers heyre and oncly fonne, 

If I may haue your daughterto my wife, 

Ifclsauehsr. boufy s three or foure as good 
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Within rich Pifa walls, as any one 
Old Signior gremio hasin Padua, 

Befides two thoufand,, Duckets by the ycere 
Of fruitful Land, all which (hall be her ioynter. 

What, haue I pincht you Signior Gremio ? 

gre. Two thoufand Duckets by the ycere of land. 
My Land amountsnottolo much in all: 

Thatlheftiall haue, befides an Argofie 
That now is lying in Marcellus roade : 

What, haue Ichoaktyou with an Argofie 

Tra. Gremio t ’ai knowne my father hath no leffe 
Then three great Argofies, befides two GallialTes 
And tweluc tite Gallies, thefe 1 will affure her. 

And twice as much what, ere thou offreft next. 

Gre. Nay, I haue offred all,! haue no more. 

And (he can haue no more then all 1 haue. 

If you like me (lie (hall haue me and mine.' 

Tra. Why then the maid is mine from all the world 
By your firme promife, Gremio is out-uied. 

Bap. I muft confclfcyour offer is the beft, 

And let your father make her the affurance, 

She is yourowne , elfcyoumuft pardon me s 
If you (hould die before him where 's her dower ? 

Tra. That’s but a cauill ; hce is olde, I yong. 

Gre. And may not yong men die as well as old. ? 
Bap. Well Gentlemen, I am thusrefolifd. 

On fonday next , you know, 

My daughter Katherine is to be married : 

Now on the fonday following (hall Bianca 
Be Bride to you, if youmakcchisaffurance .* 

Ifnot to Signior gremio : 

And fo 1 take my leaue, and thanke you both. 

< d re ' Adieu good neighbour :now I fearethec not ? 
Sirra, yong gamefter, your father were a fools 
To giuc thee all, and in his waiuing age 
Setfoot vndcr thy tablettut, a toy. 

An oldc Italian foxe is not fokinde my boy. 

„ T . r f A vengeance on your crafty withered hide, 

Aft I haue fac’d it with a card oi ten i 

£2 " 
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Exit* 
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'Tis in ir,y head to doe my mafter good j 
I fee no reafon but fuppos’d Lucentio 
Mull get a father, call'd luppos'd Vincentittf, 

-And that’s a wonders: fathers commonly 

Doc get their children : but in this cafe of woing, 

A clilde (hall get a hxc, if 1 faile not of my cunning, 



£ nt er Lucent to, Hoy tent io , and Bianca' 

Luc. Pidlet forbeare you grow too for ward Sir* 
Haue you fo foone forgot the entertainment 
Her fitter Katherine welcomed, you withall , 

Hort, But wrangling pedant this is 
ThcpatronelTe of hcaucnly harmony : 

Then giue me lcaue to haue Prerogatiue, 

And when in muficke we haue (pent ah hourc 
Your Lcfture fliall haue leifure for as much. 

Luc. Prepofterous Affc chat neuer read fo fnvre. 

To know the caufc why mufickc was ordain’d: 

Wasit not torefrelh the mind of man 
After his ftudieS, or his-vfuall pame ? 

Then giue meieaue to read Pntlolbphy 
And while I paufe, ferue in your harmony. ’ J ft 
Hor. Sirra, I will bcarc thefe brauesof tftirie. 
Bianc.. W by Gentlcmcn,you domedouble wrongi 
To ftriue for that which refteth in my choice : 

I aip uo breeching fcholler in the fchqoles, 

llenotbe tiedto hpufes; nor ^biiited timfc^ 

But learnemy LclToiis as I pi cafe my fclfc. 

And to cut off all ftrifS hecrc fit wedowne. 

Take you theinftnunent, play you the whiles, . 



Hnrt TOW mj Jhvttuiv ^ --‘-I ^ tUHC? 

Luc. That Y$m 

egjtm. Where : left weiaft? f 



T he Taming of the Shrew, 

Luc. Hcere Madam : Hie IbatSimois , hie eftftgtria riltts , hie 
fteterat Priamiregia Celfta finis. 

Bian. Conifer them-. 

Luc. Hie lb at, as I told you before, Simois, I am Lucent io, 
hie eft, fonne vnto Vincentioot'Pifa, Sigeria tellus , dllguiled 
thus to get your loue, hie fteterat, and thac Lucentio that comes 
a wooing Triami, is my man Tranio, regia, bearing my port* 
celfa \ finis that we might beguilcthe old Pantalownc. 

Hort, Madam my inftrument’s in tune. 

Bian. Let’s hears , oh fie the treble iarres. 

Luc. S pit in the hole man, and tunc againe, 

Bian. Now let meefeeif I can conifer it. ft mo is, 1 know 

you not, hi - e(t ftgeria tel/its, I cruft you not, hie ftaterat Priami 
rake heede he hcare vs nor, regia prefume not } £elfa Jems dttV 
pain. not. 

Hort. Madam, ’fis now in tune, 

Luc. All but the bale. 

Hcrt. The bale is right, ’tis the bafe knaue that iarres. 

Luc . Howficrieand forward our pedant is. 

Now fur my licthc knaue doth court my loue, 

‘Todafculey lie watch you better yet ; 

In time 1 may belie uc yet I miftruft. 

Bian. Milhuli it nor, for fure nsEacidcs. 

Was Aiax cald fo fre m his grandfather. 

Hort. J mult bclceue my nvfttr , elfel promife you* 

Ifliould be arguing ftill vpon that doubt. 

But let it reft, now Litto to you : 

Good mafter rakeit not vnkincly pray 

That I hauebcene thusplcalanc with you both. 

Hort. You may go walks, aid giue 'me leaue a while, , 

My Lellons make no mulkke in three parts. 

Luc. Are youfo fonnall fir, well 1 mull waite 
And watch wichall,for but I bedeceiu’d, 

Our hue Mufition greweth amorous. 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the inftrurnent. 

To learne the order of m fingering, 

Imuft begin with rudiments of Arc, 

To te:;ch y ou gam ih in a bmefcrlbit. 

Morepleafent, pithy and cffeduall, 

§ 3' 
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Then hath becne taught by any of my trade, 

And there itis in writing faircly drawne. 

Biaa. Why, 1 am pafttny gamouth long agoe. 

Hor. Yet read the gamouth ot Hortentio. 

Bum. gamouth I am the ground of all accord: 

<eA re ,co plead Hartenjio’s palfion : 

Beeme, Bianca, take him for thy Lord 
C faut , thatloucs with allaffcflion : 

B>fol re, one Cliffe, two notes hane I , 

Sla mi, Ihow piety or I die. 

Call you this gamouth ! tut I like it not, 

Oldfafliionsplcafe me belt, I am notfo nice 
To charge true rules foroldinucntious. 

Enter a (Jffeffenger. 

T^Jcke, Mi ft relic your father prayes you leaue your bookes. 
And hclpe to d re lie your lifters chamber vp, 
r ou know to morrow is the wedding day. 

Bian. Farewell fwcete mailers both, 1 mull be gon. 

Luc. Faith Millrellc then I hauc no caufc to ftay. 

Her. But I haue caufe to pry into this pedant. 

Me thinkeshelookesas though he wasinloues 
Yet if thy thoughts Bianca be l'o humble 
To call thy wandring eics on cucry Hales 
Seize thee that Lift, if once I finde thee ranging, 

Hortcnjio will be quit with thee by changing. Exit. 

Enter Baptifia, Cjremio^Tranis, Katherine, Bianca^ and others ' 
attendants. 

Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed day 
That Katherine znd Pctruchio Ihould be married, 

And yet we heare not of our forme in Law : 

What will belaid, what mockery will it be / 

To want the Bride-groome when the Pricft attends 
To fpeake the ceremoniall rites of marriage ? 

What tales Lucentio to thislhame of ours/ 

Kate. Nolhamebutmine: J mull forfooth beforft 
To giuc my hand oppos’d againft my heare 
Vntoa mad-brainc rudesby full of fplecnc, 

Who woo’d in hafte, and mcanes towed at leifure 
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I told you I , he was a franticke foole. 

Hiding his bitter iells in blunt behauiour. 

And to be noted for a merry man ; 

Hee’ll wooeathoufand.point the day of marriage, 

Make friends, inuite, and proclaime the banes, 

Yet neuer naeanes to wed where he hath woo’d s 
Now mull the world point at poore Katherine , 

And lay, loe, thereismad Petruchio’s wife 
If it would pleafe him come and marric her. 

Tra. Patience good Katherine and Baptifia too, 

Vpon my life Petmchio mcanes but well, 

Whateuer fortune Hayes him from his word. 

Though he be blunt , I knew him palling wile. 

Though he be merry, yet withallhe’s honeft. 

Kate. Would Katherine had neuer fecn though. 

Exit weeping, 

B ap, Go girle, 1 cannot blame thee now to weepe, 

For fuch an iniuric would vexe a verie Saint, 

Much more a Ihrew of impatient humour. 

E. nter Biondello. 

Bion. Mailer , mailer, newes , and fuch newes as you neues 
heard of. 

Bap. Is itnew and old too? how may that be? 

Bion. Why , is it not newes to heare of Petruchio’s commino/ 
Bap. Ishccomc f. 

Eton. Why no fir? 

Bap. What then? 

Bion. Hciscomming, 

Bap. When will he bcheere/ 

Bion. When he (lands where I am, and fees you there . 

7 ta % But fay, what to chine oldc nevves ? 

c T mia S’ i—new hat and an olde 
iCtkin.a paire of old breeches thneeturn’d ; apaireofbootesthat 
•lauebeene candle, cafes, one buckled, another lac’d :an old ruftv 

ehaDtleir/ ° Ut H° f t K C T° Wne Aimoi y> with a broken hilt, and 

Spauins 



•r^'icetcu witn rue talhions, lull of Windcgalls 
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Spauins , raied with the Yellowes, part cure of the Fiues, fiarke 
fpoyl’d with the Staggers, begnawnc with the Bots, Waidinthc 
bai ke, and fhouldcr-lhotcen, neerc leg'd before, and with a haltc- 
chtki Bitce, and a headitallof fheepes leather, which beingreltrai* 
«ed ro keepc him iromffombhng, hath been often burft.andnow 
repaired with kno^s . one girth fixe times peec’d , anda womans 
Crupper of velure which hath two letters for her name, faireiy [ct 
down in ftuds, and heere and there pcec’d with packclireed. 

Bap. Who comes with him? 

Bion. Oh fir, his Lackey, for all the world Caparifon’d like 
the horfe : with a linnen ftock on one leg, and akerlcy. boot hole 
on the other, gartred with a red and blew nil ; an old bat, and the 
humor of fourty fancies prick t u,’r fora leather ; a rnonfter, a ve» 
Ty monfter in apparell, and not like aChnltian foot boy, ora 
Gentlemans Lacky. 

Tra. Tisfomc old humor pricks him to this fa(hion,yet often- 
times he goes but meane apparel’d. 

Bap. 1 am glad he’s corns, howfoere he comes. 

Bion. Why fir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didftthou not fay he comes? 

Bion. W ho, that Pctrttchio came ? 

Bap. I, that P etruchin came. 

Eton. Nofir, I fay his horfe comes with him on his back e^ 

Bap. VVhy that’s all one. 

Bibn. Nay by S . Iamy , 1 hold you a penny, a horfe and a man 
is more then one, and yet not many. 

Enter Petruchio and Grttmio, 

Pet. Come where be tbefe gallants ? who’s at home? 

Bap. You are welcome fir. 

Pet*-. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not fo well appartl’d as I wifh you were. 

Petr. Were it better 1 fhouldrufhinthus: 

But whereis Kate} where isis my lonely bride? 

How docs my father ? gentles me cbinkcsycufrowne, 

And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if clrev fiwfome wondrous monument, 

Some Commec, or vnuiuail prodigie ? 




william Shakespeare Taming of the Shrew (stc 22327) 



The Taming of the Shrew* 

Bap. Why fir, you know this is your weddingday ? 

Firft were w* fad, fearing you would net come. 

Now fadder that you come fo vnprouided • 

Fie, doff this habit, fhametoyour efface. 

An eye- fore to our folemne feftiuall. 

Tra. And tell vs what occafion of import 
Hath all fo long detain’d you from your wife, 

A nd fent you hither fo vnlike your felte ? 

Petr. Tedious it were to tell, and harfh to heart, 

Sufficeth I am come to keepe my word. 

Though in fosne part mforced to digrclTe, 

Which at more leifure I will fo ercufe, 

Asyoufliall wellbefatisfiedwithall. • 

But where is Kate ? I rtay too long from her. 

The morning weares/tis time we were at Church. 

Tra. See not your Bride in thefe vnreuerent robes, 

Gocco my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

SPet. Not, 1 bclieue me, thus He vifit her. 

Bap, But thus! trurt you will not marrie her. 

Bet, Good footheuen thus : therefore ha done with vyorck. 
To me fhe’s married notvnto my clothes: 

Could I repairc what fhe will weare in me, 

Ail can change thefe poore accoutrements, 

1 were wellfor Kate, and better for my fel£c. 

But what a foole am I to chat with you, 

When 1 (hould bid good morrow to my Bride? 

And l'cale the title with a loucly kille. Exit' 

Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire, 

W* will perfwadc him be it poflible. 

To put on better ere he goto Church. 

Bap. He after him, and fee the euent of this. Exit. 

Tra. But fir, Louc concerncch vs to adde 
Her fathers liking, which to bring to pafTe 
As before imparted coyourworfhip, 

1 anno get a man what ere he be. 

It skills not much, week fit him to our tume. 

And he fhall be 7 incentio of Pifh , 

And inikcalfurance heerein Padua 
9 - grtatcr femmes then I haue promifed, 

1 to 
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S o flvll you quietly enioy your hope. 

And marriclwet(C'3L?»c < ? withconfent, 

Luc. Were it not that my fellow fchoolmafter 
Do.h watch Biancas fleps fo narrowly*’ 

5 T were good me-thinkes to ileale cur marriage, 

Whichonce perform’d, let all the world fay no, 
Skkecpemineowne defpite of all the world. r 
Tra. That by degrees weemeanetolookeinto P 
And watch our vantage in thisbufmeffe, 

Wce’l oucr-reach tbegraybeard Cjremio % 

The narrow prying father c JWinola, f 

The quaint Mufitian, amorous Lit to. 

All for my mailers fake Lucentio. 

Enter Cjremio. 

Signior Cjremio, came you from the Church ? 

Gre. As willingly as ere 1 came from fchooje. 

Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom comming home? 

Gre. A Bridegroomefay you ? ’tis a greome indeed, 

A grumling groome, and that the girlc (hall findc. 

Tra. Curlier then fhe, why ’tisirapolTible. 

gre, Why he’s a dcuill, a deuill,avcry fiend. i. 

Tra. Why (he’s a deuill, a deuill,thc dcuilis damme, 

Gre . Tut, (lie’s a Lambda Douc, a foole to him; 

31a tell you fir Lucentio ; when the Pried 
Should askeif Katherine Ihotild be his wife, 

3 ,by goggswoonss quoth he, and 1 wore folqud. 

That allamaz’d, the Pried let fall the bookc, 

And as he {loop’d againc to take it vp. 

This mad-brain’d Bridcgroome tooke him luchscuffe. 

That down fell priefi: and bookc, and booke audPrieft, 

Now take them vp quoth heifany lift. 

Tra. What faid the wench when he rofe again?? | 

Gre. Trembled and Ihocke for why he damp’d and fwore,asii ' 
the Vicar ment to coz-n hirmbuc after m my ceremonies done, he 
calls for wine, a health quoth he as if he had been aboordcaroW" 
fingto his matesaftcraliormc,q«aftoffths Mu lea dr 11, am. t rew 
the f ops ajl in the Sextons face: hauing noo thcr reafocbutUnc 
iris beard thinne andhungeriy. and feem’dto aske him »°ps 

77 * * * 
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as he was < ! rii king This done, he tooke the Bride about the neck 
and kid her lips \ ithfuch a clamorous fmacke, that at the parting 
ailtheChuichd deccho rand I feeing this, came thence 1 or verv 
Ihatnc, and after meel know the rout is comming , fucha mad 
marriage neucr was before: harke harke I hearc the minftrels,p lay. 

ALuftcke playes. 

Enter Tetruchio, Kate, Bianca, Hortenfio , Baptifia. 

Petr. Gentlemen andfriendsl thanke you for your pains, 

I know you th nke to dine with mee to day, 

And hauc prepar’d great ftore of wedding chcere. 

But foie is, n y hallc doth call mee hence, 

And therefore heerc 1 meaneto take my leaue. 

Bap. Is’tpofTiolc you will away to night ?- 

Pet. I mull away t© day before night come, 

Make it no wonder : If you knew my bufinetle. 

You would intreate me rather goe then ftay : 

And honeft company, I thanke you all, 

That haue beheld me giueaway ttiy felfc 
To this moll patient, fweete, and vertuous wife. 

Dine with tnyfathet, drinke » health to mee, 

Fori mull hence, and farewell to you all. 

Tra. Let vs intreate you (lay till a ftcr dinner. 

Pet. It may not be, 

Gra. Let me intreate you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kate. Let me intreatcyou. 

Pet. i am content. 

ICat. Ate you content to (lay ? 

Pet. I am content you (hall intreate me ftay.. 

But ytt not Hay, entreate me how you can. 

Kat. Now ifyou louc me (lay, 

Pet. Cjrumio, my horfc, 

g-ru. I fir they be ready, the Oates hauc eaten the horfes. 

Kate. Nay then , 

Dew hat thou canll, I will not goe t o day, 

No. nor to morrow, not till 1 pit aft my felfe, 

Ihe doreisopen fir, there lies yotr way, 

!? a y |°gg>ng whiles your uoctes are grecne ; 

F % Fox 
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For mee, lie not be gone till I plcafe ray felfe^ 

’Tit like you’ll prouea iolly furly groome, 

That take it on you at the firil fo roundly. 

Pet. O Kate content thee prechce be noeangrie, 

Kate. I will be angry, what hart thou to doe? 

Father, be quiet, he fhallftay my leifure. 

Gre, \ marrie Or, now it begins to worke. . 

Ka.t. Gentlemen, forward to the Bridali dinner, 

1 fee a woman may bemaideafoolc 
It lhe had not a fpiric to refill, 

Tet. They {ball go forward K at cut thy command. 

Obey the Bride you that attend on her.. 

Goe to thefeaft reuellanddomineerc, 

Carowfe full meafure to her maiden-latad. 

Be maddc and merry, or goe hang yourfelucs." 

But for my bonny -Kate, lhe mull with me r 
Nay,lookc not big, norftaropc, nor flare, nor frer,, 

1 will be mafter of what is mine ownc. 

Slice is my good , my chattels, flieismy houfe, 

My houiho!d»rtuffe,myfieldmy barne. 

My horfe,my cxe,nay affe, my any thing, 

And hcere Ihee ftands, touch her who euer dare. 

He bring mine a&ion on the proudeft he 

That flops my way in Padua : Cj r umi a 

Draw forth thy weapon ,wec arc befet with thccuft, 

Refcue thy mirtrefle if thou be a man : 

Fcare not fweete wench, they fhall not touchthce Kat', 

He Buckler thee againft a Million. Exeunt. .71. K *• 

Bap. Nay, let them goe, a couple of quiet ones. 
gre. Went they not quickly, 1 lliould die with laughing. 
Tra. Ofall mad matches neuer was the like. 

Luc. Mirtrelfc, what’s your opinion ofyour filter? 

Bian. That being mad herfclfe, (he’s madly mated. 

Gre. I warrant him Eetruchiois Ka;ccL 
Bap. Neighbours and friends, though Bride and Bridegroom 
For to fupply xlacplacss at the table, { 

You know there wants no iunckets atthe fcart : 

Lucentio you lball fupplv ihcBridcgroomes place, 

tod taks her fiftsrs wome* ^ 
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Tra. Shill fweete Bianca praaife how tobrideit ? 

Bap. She (hall Lucentio : come Gentlemen let’s goe, 

Enter G rumio. Exeunt. 

Gru. Fie fie on all tired lades, on all mad Matters, and all foule 
waies: was euer man fo beaten ? was eucr man lo raied i was euer 
man fo weary ? 1 am fent before to make a fire, and they are com- 
muag after to warmc them : now were not I a litle pot, and foone 
hot ;my very lippes might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the 
roofe of my mouth , my heart in ir.y belly, ere I ftiould come by 
a fire to thaw mee , but 1 with blowing the fire (hall warme my 
felfc: for confidcring the weather, a taller man then I will take 
cold : Holla, hoa Curtis. 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that calls!© coldly? 

Gru, A pcece of Ice : if thou doubt it, thoumairt Aide from 
nay (boulder to my heele, with no greater a run but nay head and 
nay nccke. A fire good fart is. 

Cur. Is my mafter and his wife commi'.ag Grunrio ? 

Gru. Oh i Burns I , and therefore fire, fire, call on no water. 
Cur. Is fhefohota fhrew as lhe’s reported : 

Gets. She was good Curtis before this frort : but thou know’ll; 
winter tames naan, woman, and beaftj fpr it hath earn'd nay oldc 
naa.'lcr, and my new naillris, and my l'elfefellow Curtis. 

far. Away you three inch foole , I am no beaft. \ 

gru. Anal but three inches? Wtiy thy home is a foot and fo 
long am I atthe leall* But wilt thou make a fire orfhajl I com- 
plaine on thee to our miilris, whofe hand ( (he being now at 
tiand) thou flaalt foone feclc,tothy coldcomforc, for being How 
in thy hot office. & 

Cur. 1 prechee good G rumio., tell me, how goes the world? 
Gru. A cold world fanis in eutry office but thine, and there- 
fore fire.-doc thy dutie, and haue thyducie, for my Mailer and 
rniitris arcallmoii frozciuo death. 

^.Therc’sfire rcadac, andthcrefore good,(?™^ t hc neswfc 
-jru. Why lackc boy, ho boy, aaadas much newes as thou wilt 
C ur. Come, you are fo full of conicatching * 

W&l Zct£‘°‘ C fa fo ' V 1 ”” «»*i» owemwoH. 

Wa.re s the Cooke, u fupptr reaiie , ihe houfe ujmM , rallies 

* 3 ' ftrew’d 
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flrew’d, cobwebs fwcpt, the fcruingmenm their new fuftion the 
white ftockings,and euery officer his wedding garment on?Be 
the lackes fane wnhn,,the Gils faire without the C-peislaide 
and cuery thing in order? 1 * 9 

C Hr ' All ready : and therefore I pray thee newes. 

. Gru - know m ; horfe is tired , my mailer and miftris falnc 

oyt ’* far, How ? 

Gru. Out of their faddlcsinto the dure, and thereby hangs a 
tale. 

Cur . Let's ha’t good Grumio. 

<jr.u. Lend thine ea re. 

Cur. Hecre. 

Gru . There. 

Cur. This *tis to feele a tale, not to hearc a tale. 

Gru, And therefore ’tiscai’d a fcnfible talc :and this Cuffe 
was but to knoekeat your eare, and befeeehliltning :now 1 begin 
Inprimis we came downc a foule hill, my Matter riding behindc 
my Millris. 

far. Both of one horfe ? 

G ru. What’s that to thee / 

Cur, Why a horfe. ** 

gru. Tell thou the tale; but hadft thou not croft me , thou 
fhouldft haue heard how her horfe fell, and lhe vnderher horfe : 
thou Ihouldft haue heard in how micry a place, how (he was bc- 
moil’d, how he left her with the horfe vpon her, how hebeate 
Mic becaufe her horfe ftumbled, how lhe waded through the durt 
to plucke him off me : how he fwore,how (lie prai’d, that neuer 
prai’d before : how I cried, how the horfes ranne away, how her 
bridle was burft .• how I loft my crupper, with many thinges of 
worthy memorie, which now (hall die in obliuion, and thou re- 
tume vnexperienc’d to the graue. 

- far. By this reckning he more d rew than fhe, 

Gru. I, and that thou and the proudeftofyou all fhallfinde 
when he comes home. But what talkel of this / Call forth Na- 
thaniel/, Iofcph, Nicholas, 7* hi/ lip, Walter, Suger/dp and the reft; 
let their heads bee flickely comb’d, their blew coats brulh’d, and 
their garters ©fan indifferent knit, let them curtfie with their left 
legges,and not prefume to touch a haire of my Mailers horfe- taile 
till they kiffe their hands. Ate they allreadie? 
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Cur . They are. 

Gru . Call them forth. ' 

far. Doc you hearc ho ? you mud meete my maifter to coun* 

tenance my miftris. 

Gru. Why (he hath a face of her ownc. 

Cur. Who knowes not that ? 

Gru. Thou it feemes,that calls for company to countenance 
her. 

Cur. i call them forth to credit her. 

• Enter foure orfiue feruingmen. 

Gru. Why (he comes to borrow nothing of them. 

Njtt. Welcome home grumio. 

Thil. How now grumio. 
lef. What grumio . 

Nick. Fellow grumio. 

Nat. How now old lad, 

gru, W clcome you : how now you : what you s fellow you : 
and thus much for greeting. Now myfpruce companions, is all 
readie,and all things ncate? 

Nat. All things is readic , how neere is our mailer ? 

Qre. E’neat hand, alighted by this : and therefore be not— 
s^Gc^es paffion, fiknee, Ihecre my mafler. 

Enter Pc truck to and Kate. 

-, ct \ Where be thefe knaues / what no man atdoorc 
i o hoid.my ftirrop, nor to take my horfe / 
v V here i$ A 7 athaniell , Gregory , Phillip, 
d lifer, Hecre, heere fir, iieere fir. 
v Pc ?‘ Heere fir, hecre fir, hecre fir, hecre fir, 
toy. ogger- headed and vnp ILfhc groomes ; . 
no attenciancs r no regard /no dutie? 

^ere is cue foolifb knaue I fent before? 

Gru. Heere fir, as fooliflras I was before. 

Did f *L u U a P T 1Rt ’ ‘ Wa ' nCj y° u horf °n mak-horfe drudg 
^id 1 not bid th ee meete me in the Patke g 

And tying along thefe rafeall knaues wnh’tbee } 

c °«& was not fully made 

And </, ? Wrpampcs 9 wereall vnpankci’ch heelo- * 

£« »» ~ U?b to coto /vL ha,‘ " 
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A nd Walters dagger was not come from (beaching s 
There were none tine, but asfdam, Rafe, and Cjregorie , 

The rell were ragged, eld, and beggerly, 

Yet as they arc, hccre are they come to mtete you. 

Pet. Go rafeals, go, and fetch my (upper isi. Ex. Scr, 
Where is the life that late lied ? 

Where are thofe / Sic elownc Kate, 

And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, loud. 

Enter feruantswitb /upper . 

Why when I fay ? Nay good fwette Kate be ramie. 

Off with my boots, you rogues: you villaines, whets/ 1 
It was the Friar of Orders gray t 
«sls he forth walked on his way. 

Out you rogue, you plucke my foot awrie, 

T ake thac, and mend the plucking of the other, 
BemenieiC^rf: Some water hccre wbachoa. 

Enter one with water , 

Where’S my Spauiel froths ? Sirra, get you hence. 

And bid my cozen Ferdinand come hither: 

One Kateth at you mud kitfe, and beacquainted with. 

Where arc nay Slippers/ dull 1 haue fomc water / 

Gome Kate and walh, and welcome heartily : 

You horfon villainc, will you let it fall ? 

Kate, Patience I pray you/ewas a fault vnwilljng. 

Pet. A-horfon beetle-headed flap-ear’d knauc : 

Come Kate fit downe, 1 know you haue a Homack, 

Will you giuethankejjfwcece Kate , or clfcfliall 1 ? 

What’s this , Mutton ? 

j.Ser. I. 

pet. Who brought it? 

'Peter. I. 

pet . ’Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat 
What dogges are thefe/ Where is the rafcall Cooke? 

How durli you villaines bring it from the drelTcr 
And ferue k thus to me thatloueit not ? 

There, take it to you .trenchers ,cu ps, and all: 

You heedleile iolt- heads and vnmanner’d flaues. 

W^iatjdo you grumble ? lie be with you ftraight. 

Kate, I pray you husband be not i'o difquier, 
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The meat was well, ifyou were fo contented. 

Pet. I tell thee Kate, *twa$ burnt and dried away, 

And 1 expreflefly am forbid to touch it : 

For it engenders cbollcr, plantecb anger, 

And better ’twere that both of vs did raft. 

Since of our fclues, our fcl ues are chollericke, 

Then feede it with fuch ouer-rofted flefii : 

Be patient, to morrow ’c (hall be mended. 

And for this night we’l fall for companie. 

Gome I will bring thee to thy Bridall chamber, Exeunt* 

Enter S truants federally. 

Nat. Peter didft euer fee the like. 

Peter. He kills her in her owne humor, 

Gruwio. Whereis he ? 

Enter Curtis a Seruant , 

Cur. In her chamber, making a fermon «f condneneie to her, 
and railcs,and fweares, and races, that (he (poore foule ) knowes 
not which way to (land, to looke, to fpeake, and fits as ©ne new 
rifexi from a drearae. Away, away, for he is comming hithcr 8 
Enter Petruchio. 

Pet. Thus haue I policickely begun my reign c, 

And 'tis my hope to end fucccffcfully : 

My Faulcon now isfharpe, and palling emptic. 

And till fiiee ftoope, die mull not be full gorg’d, 

For then (he neucr lookes vpon her lure. 

Another way I haue to man my Haggard, 

F 0 make her come, and know her keepers call .* 

That is, to watch her, as wc watch thefe Kites , 

That baite, and bcate, and will not be obedient : 

She cate no mcateto day, nor none (hall eate. 

Laft night (lie flept not, nor to night fheftiall not: 

As with the mcat,fomc vndeferued fault 

He finde about the making of the bed 

And heerc He fling the pillow, there the boulfter. 

This way the Coucrlet, another way the (hcctet ; 

S 5 and amid this hurly I intend, 

That all is done in reuerend care of her 
And in cenclufion, (he (hall watch all night, 

Andif (he chance to nod, Ucraile and brawl®, 

tori 
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And with the clamour kcepe her ftill awake: 

This is a way to kill a Wife with kindnefte, 

Andthus lie curbe her mad and headilrong humors 
Me that knowes better how to rameallircw, 

Nowlcclmn fpeake/cischamietofliew. Exit, 

Srter Trtimo and Horten fio : 

Tra. Is’t poflible friend Lijio,t hat Miftcis Bianca, 

Doth ancie any other but Lucentio, 

1 tell you fir, flie beares me faire m hand, 

Luc. Sir, to fatisfie you in what 1 hauc faid. 

Stand by, and marke the manner of his teaching. 

Enter Bianca. 

Hor. Now Miftrisprofityou in what you read ? 

Bian. What Matter readc you fitft, refoluc me that ? 

Hor. I read, that I profeffe the Art to loue, 

Bian. And may you prouc fir Matter of your Art, 

Luc. Whilc you fweete deerc proue Milkclfe of my heart, 
Hor. Quicke procecdcrs marry, now tell me I pray, 

You that durft fwcare th at your miftris Bianca 
Lou’d me in the world fo well as Lucent io. 

Tr.a. Oh defpightfullLoue. vneonftant womankind, 

I tell thee Li jo this is wonderful!, . 

Hor , Miftake no more; I am not Lijto, 

Nor a Mufitian as 1 1 eeme to bee, 

Butonechatfcomc to liue in this difguife s , 

For fuch aoneas Icaues a Gentleman,. 

And makes a God ot fuch a Cullion j 
Know fir, that 1 am call’d Hortenjio. 

T ra. Signior Hortenjio, I haue often heard 
Of your intire affection to Bianca , 

And fince mine eyes are wicnelFeof her lightnefle,' 

I will with you, if you be fo contented, 

Forfwearc Bianca', and her louefor cuer. 

Hor. See how they kifle and court : Signior, Lucentio , 

Hcerc is my hand, andheerc I firmly vow 
Neuerto woo her more, but do forlwearc her . 

A s one vn worthy all the former tauprs, 

That 1 hauc fondly flatter’d them with all, 

Tra. And hssrc 3 take the like vnfamsd oath# N 

' ~ — Neacf 
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Neuerto marric with her, though (he would increate, 
pie on htr, fee how beaftly £he doth court him. 

Hor. Would all the world but he hadtjuiteforfworne 

For me, that I may lately keeps mincoacb. 

I will be married to a wealthy Widdow, 

Ere three day es pafle, which hath as long lou’d me, 

As I haue lou’d this proud difdainfull Haggard, 

And fo farewell fignior Lucentio, 

KindndFcin women , not their beauteouslooke* 

Shall win my loue, and fo I take my ieauc. 

In refolution, as 1 fworc before. 

Tra. Miftris Bianca, bldFe you with fuch grace. 

As longcth to a Loucrs bldFed cafe : 

Nay, I haue taneyou napping gentle Loue, 

And haue forfworne you with Hortenjio. 

Bian. T ranio you ieft, buthaueyou both forfworne me? 
Tra. Miftris we haue. 

Luc. Then we arc rid of Lifio. 

Tra. I’faich hec’l hauc a luftie Widdow now. 

That (hall be woo’d, and wedded in a day, 

Bian. God giue himioy. 

Tra. l,andhee’l tame her. * 

Bianca . He (ayesfo Tranio 

Tra. Faith he i, gpn vnto the taming fchoole. 

Bian. The taming fchoole what is there fuch a place? 
jTra. I miftris, and Petrucbio is thereafter, 

Thattcachech trickci ekuen and twentic long, 

To tame a threw, and charme her chat cring tongue. 

Enter Biondello. 

Lion . Oh Matter, mailer I haue watchc lo long, 

That I am dogge-wcarie, but at lalt L (pied 
An ancient Angcll comming downethc hill. 

Will feme the mine 

Tra. What is he Biondtllcl 

Eton. Maflrr, a Marcaiuant, or a pedant, 

I know not what’ but tormall inapparcll, ; 

In gate and coumcuaixt furely like a Father* 

Luc. And whac of him Tran to ? 

Tra. If he be credulous, and cruft my tale, 

G % 
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He make him glad to feeroc Vincentio , 

And giueaflfuranceto Baptifta CMtmla^ 

As if he were the right Vincentio. 

Par' Take me your lone, and then let roe alone. 

Enter a Pedant . 

Fed, God faue you fir. 

Tra. And you fir, you are welcome, 

Trauailc youfarre on or arc you at thefartheil? 

Fed: Sir at the farchcfl for a weekeor two, 

Sut then vp farther, and as fartc as Rome, 

And fo to Tripolic, if God lend me life, 

Ti ra. What Countrey man 1 pray ? 

Fed. QiUVfantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua Sir, marrie God forbid. 

And come to Padua careieffe of your life. 

Fed. My life fir? how I pray? for thac goes hardi 

T ra. ’ Tis death for any one in c JMantua 
To come to 'Padua, know you not the caufe ? 

Your fhips are (laid ac Venice, and the Duke 
For pritiatc quarrell ’ovist your Duke and him. 

Hath publifh’d and proclaim’d it openly : 

’Tis maruaile, but that you arc but newly come. 

You might hauc heard it clfe proclaim’d about. 

Ped. Alas fir, it is worfe for me then fo, 

For I haue bills for monie by exchange 
From Florence and mult heeredeliuerthem. 

Tra. Wclllir,todoe you courtelie, 

This will I doe, and this I will aduife you. 

Firff tell me, haue you euer beencat Pifal 

Ped. I fir, in Pi fa haue I often bin, 

Pija renowned for grauc Citizens. 

Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio ? 

Ted. 1 know him not, but I hauc heard of him : 

A Merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra. He is my father fir, and foot h to fay, 

.In coum’nancc foroewhat doth icfctnblc you. 

Eton. As much as an apple doth an oyfter, and all one, 

Tra . Yofaue your life in this exitemicic, 

This fauojr will 1 doe you fgr his fake, 
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And thinke it not the woifi of all your fortunes. 

That you arc like to Sir Vincentio. 

His name and credit (hall youvndertake, 

And in my houfe you (hall be friendly lodg’d, 
jLookc that you take vpon you as you fliould , 

Youvnderlland me fir : fo ihallyou flay 
Till you haue done your bufinefle in the Citic : 

Sf this be court’fiefir, accept ©fit. 

Ped. Oh fir I doe, and will repute you euer 
. The patron of my life and libertie. 

Tra. Then goe withme,to make the matter good. 

This by the way I let you vndcrftand , 

My father is heere look’d for eueric day. 

To paiTe alTurancc of a dowre in marriage 
’Xwixt me, and one Baptifias daughter heere: 

In all chefe circumilances lie inllru& you, 

Goe with me to cloath you as becomes you. Exeunt . 



Affius £fuart\u 9 S cena Prima. 



Enter Katberina and (jr untie. 

Gru . No, noforfeoth j dare not For my life. 

Bat. 1 he more my wrong, the more his fpite appearcs. 
What, did he marrie me to famifh me l 
Beggers that comcvnto my fathers doore, 

Vpon intreatiehaueaprefentalmes. 

If not, clfcwhcrc they mecte with charitic : 

But I , who neucr knew how to intreate, 

Nor neucr needed that I fhould intreate. 

Am ftaru’d for meate , giddie for lackc of flecpe - 
With oathes kept waking, and with brawling fed , 

And that which fpight* me more then all thefe wants, 

<ic oocs it vnder name of perfe&louc: 

A$ who fhould fay if I fhould flceosor catc 
i were deadly ficknclTc,or clfe prefent death, 
a preth.ee goe , and get meforocrepaft, 
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I care nos what, fo it be wholfame foodc. 

Cjru. What fay you to a Neats foote? 

Kate* ’Tis paffing good, I pretheclct me haue ko 
Cjru. Ifearcic is too choilericke a mcacc, 

Ho w fay you to a fat Tripe finely broyl’d .? 

Kate , I like it well, good Grumio fetch it me, 

Gru, I cannot tell, I fcarc tis choilericke. 

Wbatfay you to a peece of Becfc and Muftard? 

Kate , A difh that I do louc to feede vpon. 

Gru. i butlhe Muftard is too hot a little. 

Kate. Why then the Becfc, and let the Muftard reft. 

Gru , Nay then I will not, you (hall haue the Muftard 
Or clfe you get no Beefc of Grumio. 

Kate. Then both or one, or any thing thou wilt. 

Cjru, Why then the Muftard without the beefe. 

Kate. Go get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flaue, 

Beat shim, 

That fecd’ft me with theverie name ofmeate* 

Sorrowon thee, and allthepackeof you 
That triumph thus vpon my miferie.* 

Go get thee gone I fay. 

Enter Eetruchio, and Hortenfio with me ate, 

T>etr. How fares ray Kate, what fwceting all a-tnort ? 

Hor. Miftris, whatchcere? 

Kate. Faith as cold as can be. 

Pet. Plucke vp thy fpirits, looke cheerefully vpon me. 
Hcerc Loue, thou feeft how diligent I am, 

To drefle thy raeate ray felfc, and bring it thee. 

I am fore fweet Kate, this kindneffe merits thankes. 

What, not a word f Nay then thoulou’ft it not: 

And all my paines itf rted to no proofe. 

Heere take away this diflj. 

Kate. I pray you lec it lland. 

Tet. The pooreft f cruice is repaide with thankes, 

And fo fhall mine before you touch the meatc, 

Kate. I thankeyou fir. 

Her. Signior Petruchio, fie you are to blame : 

Come Miftris Kate, lie bcare you companic. 

Petr, Bate it vp all Hertenfo , ft thou ioueft meej 
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Much goed do it vnto thy gentle heart t 
Kate cate apace 5 and now roy honie Loue, 

Will we returne vnto thy Fathers houfe. 

And reuell it as braucly as the beft. 

With filken coat* and caps, and golden Rings, 

With ruffes and CufFes, and Fardingalcs, and tbingesj 
With Scarfes, and fanues, and double change of orau’ry. 

With Amber Bracelets, Beads, and all this kuau’ry. 

What haft thou din’d ? The Tailor ftayes thy lcalure 5 
To decke thy bedie with his ruffing treafure, 

Enter Tailor. 

Come Tailor, let vs fee thefe ornaments 

Enter Habcrda/her 

Lay forth the Gownc. Whatnewes with you fir? 

Eel, Heereis the cap your Worfhip did bclpcake, 
pet. W hy this was moulded on a porrenger, 

A Veluetdifh : Fie, fie, *cis lewd and filthy, 

W hy ’tis a cockle or a wallnut-fhell, 

A knack, a toy, a tricke, a babies cap : 

Away with it come let me haue a bigger.' 

Kate. lie haue no bigger, this doth fit the time, 

And Gentlewomen weare fuch caps as thde. 

Pet. When you ate gentle, you fhall haue one too. 

And not till then. 

Hor. That will not be in haft. 

Kate, Why fir I trull 1 may haue leaue to fpeake. 

And fpeake I will. I am no childc, no babe. 

Your betters haueindut’dme fay my minde 
And if you cannot, bcfl you ftop your earcs. 

My tongue will tell the anger of m , heart. 

Or clfe my heart concealing it will breake, 

And rather then it fhall, Iwillbefree, 

Euen to the vteermoftas I plcafein wordsi 
Pet, whv thou faieft true.it is a paltrie cap e 
A cuftard coffea, a bauble, a filken pie, 

3 loue thee well in that thou lik’ft it not. 

A ate. Loue me, or loue me not, I like th® cap 
And it 1 will haue, or I will haue none; * j i 

Pet . Thy goyvne why I ; cpme Tailor let vs fec s t ? 
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Oh mcrcie God, what masking ftuffe is hccre ? 
Wbat$this?afl:cuc?’cislikc a dcmi-cannon, 

What, vp and downe earn’d like an appieTart ? 

Heersfnip, and nip, and cut, and fliih andfiafh, 

Like to a Cc-nfor in a barbers flioppe s 

Why what a cicuilsname a Tailor cal’ft thou this ? 

Her. I ice fheeshke to hauc neither cap nor gownc. 

Tai. You bid me make it orderlie and well, 

Accordingto rhefafliion, andthe time. 

Pet. Marne and did s but if you beremembred, 

I did not bid you marre it to the time. 

Goe hop me ouer cuery kennell home. 

For you Ihall hop without my cuftoraefir : 
lie none of it ; hence, make your beft of it. 

Kate. I neuerfaw a better fafhion’d gowne, 

More queint, more picafing, nor more commendable : 

JSelike you mcane to make a puppec of me. 

Tet. Why true, he meanesto make a puppet of thee. 

Tail. She faies your Worfhip meanesto make a puppet of heri 
Pet. Oh monftrous arrogance: ■* 

Thou lyeft, thou thred, thou thimble, 

Thou yard three quarters, halfe yard, quarter, naile. 

Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou wintercrickct thou : 

JBrau’d in mine owne houlc with a skeineof threds 
Away thou R 3 gge,thouquantitic, thou remnant, 

Or I (hall fo bc-mete thee withthy yard. 

As thou lhalt thinke on prating whil’ft thou liu’ft : 

I tell thee I, that thou haft marr’d her gowne. 

Tail. Your worfhip is decciu’d, the gowne is made 
Tuft as my matter had dirc&ion : 
grumto gauc order how it Ihould be done. 

gru. I gaue him no order, I gaue him theftuffe. 

Tail. But how did you defire ic fhculd be made t 
Qrtt. Marrie fir with needle and thred. 

Tail. But did you not rcqutft to haueitcut } 

Gru. Thou haft fac’d many things. 

Tail. Ihaue. • 

Gru. Face not mce : thou haft brau’d many men , bra 

ms ; I will neither bee fac’d nor bwu’d, I fay vnto thee , 1 
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Matter cut out the gownc, but I did not bid him cut it to pccces § 

Ergo thou lieft. . 

Tail. Why heere is the note of the falhion to tcituie . 

<j>et. Read it. 

gru. 1 he note lies in’sehroate if he fayl faidfo. 

Tail. Inprtmisa loofe bodied gowne. 

Gru. Mailer , if euer I faid loofe-bodied gowne, low me »» 
the Skirts of it, and beate me to death with a bottomeotbrovync 
thred : I faid a gowne. 

T>et. Proccedc. 

Tail. Witha finall compart cape. 
gru. I confclle the cape. 

Tail. With a trunkc flecuc. 
gru. I confdlV two fleeues. 

Tail. The Ikcuescurioufly cut. 

Pet. I there’s the villainie# 

Gru. Errori’th bill fir, error i'th bill? I commanded the fieedcs 
fiiould be cut out, and fow’dvp againc, and that lie proue vpon 
thee, though thy litle finger be armed in a thimble. 

T * ul . This is true that I fay , and I had thee inplace where, 
thou Ihouldli know it. 

Gru. 1 am for thee ftraight stake thou the bill, giue me thy 
meate-yard. and Ipare not me. 

Hor. God-a- mercy grumio , then he (hallhauene oddes. 

Pet. Wcillirin breele the gowne is not for me. 
gru. You are i’th right fir, ’risfor my miftris. 

Pet. Co take it vp vnto thy matters vfe. 
gru. V lllaine , not for thy life : Take vp my Miftrcffc gowne 
for thy makers vfe. 

Pet. Why fir what’s your conceit in that? 

Gre. O r fir , the conceit is deeper then you thinke for ; 

Take vp my Miftris gowne to his matters vfe. 

Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Pet. Hort enfio, fay thou wilt fee th e Tailor paide. 

Go take ic hence, be gone, and fay no morc, 

Hor. Tailor, lie pay thee for thy gownc to morrow,’ 

Aakeno vakindnelfe of his haftie words : 

Away I iav, commend me to chy matter. Exit Tail. 

** et ’ Well come my Kate } we will vnto your fathers, 

14 ‘ Euea 
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The Taming of the Shrew. 

Buen in thefa ho»eft meanc habiliments: 

Our purfes (hall be proud , our garments poore : 

For ’tis the tuindt that makes tbc bodie rich. 

And as theSunnc breakes through the darkeft clouds^. 
So honor pcerethinthc mcancft habic. 

Whatisthe lay more precious then the Las kef 
B eeattfc his feathers are more beautiful 1‘ 

Or is theAdderbettcrthenthcEda, 

Becaufe his paintedSkin contents the eye. . 

Oh no Kate : neither art thou the worfe 
For this poore furniture, and rneane anay .. 

If thou accounted!! it lhamc, lay it on me. 

And therefore frohke, we will hence forthwith, . 

To fcaft and fport vs at thy fathers houfe. 

Go call my men, and let vs flraight to him, 

And bring our horfes vnro Long lane end. 

There will wc mounc, and thuhe? vvalke on foote,. 

Let’s fee.,i thinke ’tis-now fomefeaen aclockc. 

And well wc may come there bydinner time, 

Kate*. 1 dare allure you fir, ’tis aimed two, 

And 'cwill be fupper time ere you come there. 

PcU Idhallbeleucncre l go to hoiTe : 

Lcoke what 1 fpeake, or dojor thinke to doc. 

You arc dill crofting it, firs let ’t alone, 

I will not goe to day, and ere I doc, . 

Jt fiiall be what a clock I fay it is. . 

PI or. Why fo this Gallant will command thefunne: - 

8 titer Trario , apd'the Pc dm drefl tike Vinveniio, 

Tra . Sirs, this is thehoiifc, plcafeit you that 1 cal!.. 
Ted. I what cife_ and butj be decciucd, 

Signior Baptifia may idbember nte 
Necre tweniityeares agoein Genoa. 

Tra. Where wee were Lodgers, at the Pegxfps, , 

Tis well, and holdyour owns in any cafe 
With luch aufleritieas loageth to a father*. 

Enter Biondel/o. 

Ted,. I warrant you ; bat fir here comes your boy. 
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»Twercgood heweciefchool’d. f 

Tra. Fearc you not him : firra Biondello, 

Now doe your dutic throughlie I aduife y out 
Imagine ’twefe the righ Vincentio. 

Bion. Tut,fearenotroc. 

Tra. But haft thou donethy errand to Baptifia. 

Bion. I told him that your father was at Venice, 

And that you look’t for him this day in Padua. 

Tra. Th’art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drinkc, 

Lleerc comes Baptifia: fet your countenance fir. 

Enter Baptifia and.Lucentio : Pedant hoofed 
and hare headed. 

Tra . Signior Baptifia you are happilic met : 

Sir, thisis the Gentleman I toldyou of, 

1 pray you ftand good father to me now, 

Giue me Bianca for my Patrimony. 

Ted. Soft fon : fir by your ieauc, hatting come to Tadua 
To gather in feme debts , my fon Lucentto 
Made me acquainted with a waightiecaufe 
Of loue bcteweenc your daughter and himfelfcj 
And for the goodrcporcl hears of you, 

And for the loue he beareth to your daughter. 

And (bee to him : to flay him not too long, 

I am content in a good fathers care. 

T o hauc him matcht, and if you pleafe to 
No worfe then I vpon fame agreement 
Me fliall you findc rcadie and willing 
With one conientto hauc her fo beftowsds 
For curious I cannot be withyou 
Signior Baptifia^ of whom I hearc fo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I hauc to fay, 

Your plamnefTe and your IhortnelTe pleafe me well 
Right true it is your fon Lucentto here 
Doth loue my daughter , and (he louethhim 
Or both diffemble deepely their affe&ions: 

And therefore if you fay no more then this, 
lhat like a father you will deale with him, 

AndpaUe my daughter* lufficicnt dower. 

H a 
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The match is made and all is done, 

Ycur fount fhallbauc my daughter with confent. 

Tra. 1 thanke you fir, where then doe you know beft 
We be affied and fucb aiTurance tanc. 

As (hall with cither parts agreement lland. 

Bap ■ Not in my houfc Lucentio for you know 
pitchers haue cares, and 1 haue manic feruants, 

Befides old Gremio is harkning tiill. 

And happilic we may be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, and it like you. 

There doth my fail er lie : and there this night 
Weele pafie the bufineflcpriuately and well: 

Send tor yourdaughter byyour feruant here, 

My boy (hall fetch thcScriuener prefentlie, 

1 he word is this that at fo fiender warning, 

You arc like to haue a thin and Gender pittance; 

Bap, It likes me well ; _ ' . . 3 

Cambio hie you home and bid Bianca make herreaoie firaigst : • 
And if you will tell what hath hapned, 

Lucentios hther is airiuedin Padua, _ 

And how (he’sliketo bo Lucentio s wife. 

Biond. I pray theGods (lie may . with all my heart. 

■ Exit* 

Tran. Dallie not with the Gods, but get thcc gone.- 
Enter Tcttr. 

Signior Baptifia (hall I leade the way. 

Welcome , one mclTc is like to be your cheese, 

Gomcfir we willbetteritin Pijtt. . 

2 ?*/,. Ifollowyou, . J ****** 

Enter Lucentio and B iondcllo . 



Bion. Cambio. 

Lhc. WhatfaiiUho ^Biorideito. 

Biond. You faw my Mkfter winkcand laugh vpon you? 
Luc. Biondc/lo., what of that ? 

Bio nd. Faith nothing : buthas left me here bchmdc to exp 
the meaning or tnorrall of his fignes and tokens. 

Luc. I pray thee tnoralizc them. 

Biond. T hen thus : Bapufta is fafe talking yvith the dece JU> * 
Jather ©f a deceufuHionne. ^ 
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Bio'nd^ Hh'daughter is to be brought by you to the fupper. 

L sZn. TfaVoM Pricft at Saint Lukes Church is at your com- 
mand at all hourCJ. 

Luc. And whatof all this. . . , 

Bum. I cannot tel) ; (xpe& they are bufied about a counter- 
feit affiirance: take you aflurancc of her, fumpreuiLgi° ad Imp - 
mendumfoLm, to th’ Church take the Pncft, Clarke, and feme 
furfciein honeftwitneffes: 

If this bee not that you looke for, 1 haueno more to lay, 

But bid Bianca farewell for cuer and a day. 

Luc. Hear’ftthou Bionddle. . f 

Biond . I cannot tarrie : I knew a wench married man aitei- 
noone as (he went to the Garden for Parlelcy to ftuffe a Kabu, ana 
Co may you fir sand fo adew fir, my Madcr hath appointed me to 
goe to Saint Lukes to bid the Pried bereadie to come againft you 
come with your appendix. 

Luc. I may and will, if (lie be fo contented : 

She will be pleasd, then wherefore fhould 1 doubt » 

Hap what hap may, lie roundly go about her: 

Tf (VinTl rrr\ Viot* /! if i * rrrv unrhmir K #»*• £ X ft* 



Enter Petuchio Kate Hortenjio, 

Petr, Come on a Qods name, once more towards ourfather*;- 
Good Lord how bright and goodly Ihincs the Moone. 

Kate. The Moonc,the Sunnc: it is not Moone-light noW» 

'Put. I fay it is the Moone that dunes lo bright. 

Kate. I know it is the Sunnc that (bine, lo bright. 

Pet. Now by ray mothers lonnc,and that’s my felfe. 

If fli all be moone, or ftarrc,cr what 1 lift. 

Or ercl iourney to your Fa- hers houfe; 

Goe on, and f etch our horfcsbackeagaine 
Euer more croft and croft nothing but croft, * 

Hort. Say as he faies, or we (hall ncuer goe 
Kate. Forward I pray , froce we bauecome fo farsy 
And be it moone, or Sunnc, or what you plcafes 
And if you plealc to call it a ruih Candle : 

Henceforth 1 vowe it fh^li be fo for me, 

Petfl ‘ 
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Petr. I fay it is the Moone. 

Kate* 1 know it is the Moone.' 

Petr. N.iy then you lye ; it is the bleflfed Sunne, 

Kate. Then God be blcft, it is the b Idled fim. 

But funne it is not, when you fay it is not. 

And the Moone changes euen as your minde ; 

W hat you will haue it nam’d, euen that it is, 

Andfo it (hall befofor Katherine . 

Hort. P etruchio ,goc thy wayes, the field is won. 

Petr . Well, forward, forward thusthe bowlelhotddniii 
And not vnluckily againft the Bias : 

But fofc : Company is commmg here. 

Snter Vincentie. 

Good morrow gentle Mil iris, where away i 0 

Tell mcefwcete Kate, 2nd tell me trucly too. 

Haft thou beheld a freflier Gentlewoman: 

S u ch warre of white and red within her cheekes : 

What ftarrs do fpangle heauen with fuch beaucic, 

As thofe two eyes become that facaucnly face ? 

Faire louely Maidc, once more good day to thee e 
Swcete Kate embrace her for her beauties lake , 

Hart. A will make the man madtomakethe womanofiiis, 
Kate. Yong budding Virgin, faire, and frefli, andfwecce. 
Whether away, or whocher isthyaboade/ 

H ippy the parents of fo faire a chiide ; 

Happier the man whom fauourablc ftar* 

Alots thee for his louely bedfellow. 

’Petr. .Why how now Kate, I hope thou art not mad, 
Thisis a roan old, wrincklcd, faded, withered. 

And nor a Maiden, as thou faift he is. 

Kate. Pardon old father my roiftaking 
That haue bin fo bcdazlcd with the funne, 

Thateucry thing I lookonfeemcch green 
Now I perceiuc thou arc a reuerenc Fath 
Pardon I pray thee for my mad 
Petr. Do good old grandfee, anc 
Which way thou trauclleft if along with Vs, 
vVcc fljali oc ioyfull of thy company, -• 
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Via. Faire Sir, and you my merry Miftns, _ 

That with your Grange encounter much aroafde tBC; 

My name is call’d Vincent is, my dwelling Pifai 
And bound I am to Padua, there to uifite 
A fonneof mine, which long i haue not feenc. 

Petr. What is his name? 
pane. Lucentie Gentle fir.- 

Petr. Happily met, the happier for thy fonne £ t 

And now bylaw, as well as reuerent age; 

I may iiuitlc thee my lotting bather. 

The filler to my wife, this Gentlewoman, j 

Thy Sonne by this hath married: wonder nor. 

Nor be not gricued, (he is of good efteeme, 
Herdowriewealthic,and of worthie birth; 

Btfidc, fo qualified, as may be feemc 
TheSpoufc of any noble Gentlewoman .• 

Let me imbrace with old Vincent to. 

And wan dcr we to fee thy honeft fonne, 

Whs^willof thy arriuall be fuli joyous. 

Vine. But is this true, or is it elfe your pieafure, 
like pleafant trauailorstobreakeaieft 
Vponthc companie you ouercakc ? 

Hort. 1 do affurc thee father fo it is; 

Petr. Come goc along and fee the truth hereof, 

For our firft merriment hath made thee iealous. Sxeur.t , 

Hor. Well P etruchio, this has put mein heart; 

Haue to my Widdow,andif(hc froward, 
i lien haft thou taught Hortenfio to be vmo ward , . Suit 

Snter Btondello , L&cenlio and Bianca, Gremio 
is out before, 

Biond. Softly and fwifely fir, for the Prieft*is ready., 

Luc. I flie Biondello ; but they may chance toneede thee aj a 
home therefore leaue vs. Exit. 

Biond, Nay faith’ 1 le fee the Church ay our backe, 

Andthencomc backe to my miftris asfooneas I can. 

Cjre. I maruailc (fambio comes not all this while. 



Snter P etruck io, Kate^Vinceniio, Grume 
IVith attendant.u 



Petr-o 
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Petr. Sir here* the doors, this is Lucentiot ho life, 

My Fathers bcares more toward the Market-place, 

T hither mart 1 and hcere 1 ieaue y u fir. 

Vin. You lliall not chooie but drinke before you go, 

I thinkc I fliall command your welcome here ; 

And by all likcli hood fomccheere is toward. Knocks 

Grew. They’re bulk within, you were beft knocke lowder. 

Pedant look$.s out of the window. 

Fed, What’s he that knocke* as he would beate dome the 
gate ? 

Vin. TsSignior Lucentio within fir ? 

Fed. He’s within fir, but not to be fpoken withall. 

Vine. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two to 
snake metric withall. 

Fed. Kcepe your hundred pound* to your feife, he fliall need: 
none lo long as I liue. 

Petr. Nay, I. told you your fonnewas bcloued in Padua : doe 
you hearc fir, to Ieaue friuolous circumftances, I pray you tellSig. 
nior Lucentio that his Father i* come from Pifa^xnd is hcere at the 
doore to fpeake with him. 

Ped. Thou lieft his Father is come from Padua, and here look- 
ing out of the window. 

Vin. Art thou his Father. ? 

Ped . 1 fir, (o hi* mother fayesif Imay bdeeuehcr. 

Petr. Why how now Gentleman; why this is flat knaueric 
totakevpon you an other mans name, 

Fedot. Lay hands on the villaine,Ibelceucameanesto coztfl 
foine bodic in this Citie vnder my countenance. 

Enter Biond r llo. 

Eton. I haue feene them in the Church together, God fetio 
them good fh pping : but who isheere tnmc old Mafter VwceHtM 
now we are vndone and brought to nothing. 

Vtn. Come hither crackhempe,, 

Eton, 1 hope I may choofcSir. 

Vin. Come hither you rogue, what haue you forgot met? 
Biond. Forgot you, no fir: I could not forget you, fori 
faw you before in all my life. , 

Vine. Whacj you notorius villaine, didft thou neuer f« et J 
Miftris father, V intent io-, 
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Eton. What my werfhipfull old mafter ? yes raanie (k ssg 
where he lookes cut of the window. 

Vin. Jftfo indcedc. Hs beatcs BiandeHo. 

Eton. Helpe,helpc,hdpe, here’s a mad man will murdss esc. 

Pedan. Hip, fonne, helpcSignior B apt if a. 

‘Pet. Prcchcc .Kate let’s (land afide and (cc the end of tm« 
oipRtrouetfic. 

Enter Pedant with fer uants, E apt if a „ Tranio. 

Tra. Sir what arc you thatoffer to beate my feruant ? 

Vine . What am I fir: nay what arc you fir : oh immortal.! Gods., 
oh fine viliame , a filken double^, a veloethoteja Scarlet flea t 
and a hat :oh I am vndone, 1 am vndone: while 1 pkic 

the good husband at home, my tonne and my feruant fpsad all 
atthevniuerfide. 

Tra , How now what’s the matter ? 

Sapt. What is the man lunaticke ? 

Tra. Sic, you (ccme afeber ancient Gentleman by your hab«! 
hucyour words (new you araad man : why fir, what cerncs it you, 
if I weare Peasle and gold: I thankc my good father, 1 am able 
to msintaine it. 

Vin. Thy father : oh villainc, he is a Saile maker in Bertram e. 

Bap. You Mirtake fir, you miftake fir ,.praie what do you think 

is his name? 

Vin. His name, as if I knew not his name: I haue brought 
him vp curr fince he was three yeercsold,and his name is Tronic. 

Ped. Awaie, away mad life, his name is Lucent to, and he is 
mine onelie fonne and hereto the lands of me fignior Vincent to. 

Vin. Lucentio , oh he hath murdred his Mafter ; 1 ay hold on 
him I charge you in the Dukes name: oh my (onne, my fonne: 
tell me thou viliame, where is my fonne Lucentio ? 

Tra. Callfonh an officer: Carrie thismad knauc to thelailc : 
Either B aptifia, I charge you fee that he be forchoomrauig. 

Vine. Carrie mee to the railed 

fire. Staie officer, he (hall not goto prifon. 

Bap. Ta] kc not fignior Gremio : I fay he flia 11 goe to prifon. 

Gre. Take heede fignior Baptifia, left you beconicatchr in 
this bofineffe : I dare fweare this is rhe right Vine emit . 

Ped. Swore if thou dar’ft, 
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<§re., Naic.T darenotl weareit. 

Tran, Then thou were bdlfay chat I am not Lucentio. 
gre. Yes 1 know thee to be fignior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard, to the Iailc with him. 

Enter Bionddlo y Lucentio and Bianca 
Vin» Thu> Grangers may be haiidandabufd ; oh monflreuj vil. 
laine. 

B ion. Oh we are fpoil’d-.and yonder he is,dcaic him, forf wcatc 
him, orcllewee areatlvodonc. 

£:<u Biondello , Trdmo and Pedant as faft as may be. ■ 

. Luc. Pardonfwectefadier. Kneele. 

Vin i Lm^s my lweetelonnef . 

Bian. Pardon deer-efather. 

Bap. Ho -v haft thou-offtnded, where is Luccntio? 

Luc. Heere’s Lucentio, right lonnc to the right Vincentio, ■ 
That hiUe by marriage made'chy daughter mine. 

While counterfeit fuppolcs bleer’d thine eine. 

Gre. H cere’s packing with a witnclfc to dccc-iae vs alls 
Vin. Where is that damned villaino-T" ramo, 
7hatfac?dandb*autdme in t his matter fo? 

Bap. Why, tell me is not this my Cambio ? 

Bian: Cambio IS chang'd into LticennOf 
Luc. Loue wrought thefe miracles. Bfancas -loue* 

M ;de me exchange my Rate with Tranio, * 

While he did beare my countenance in the Towns-, 

And. happilie I fcpue amuodacthe<laii ' • 
VncothciwifliedhaiicB'^f-my bhffc :• r ' 1 " •• ' 

What Tnawo did, my lelfe -eufotfchim to-; 
Thmpardoivhirolwcete Fatherfor- my fake. 

Vin. He flu the viilaincs note that vvouldhauefencrne to- the 
laile. ■ ' ’ • ' : 

Bap. But doeyoi? ho?.rcfir } hfluc- you married my daughter 
without asknigmy good will ? 

Vin. Fcare not Baptifta, wee will content- you, go to: 
ibttt i will in to be reueng’d tdrthis villame-, £xit. 

Bap. Aud i to/aimd thedepthoFchis koauerie. Exit. 
Luc . Looke-noE-palc-^MB^ diy-lather-willnotfrawnc, 

. a.v ■ £xwt" 

g-rc\ My cake isdoughj hut I k m among the rcS, 
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Out of hope of all, but my (hare of the teaft. 

Kate. H usband let’s follow, to fee the end or thisadoc. 

<p, tr. Firft kilfe me Kate, and wee will. 

Kate. What ip themidliofcheftreete ? 

Petr. What arc thou afnam’d of me? 

Kate. N< hr, God forbid, but aftiam’d tokilTe. 

‘pet;-. Why-then let’s home againe : Gome Sitraiet’-s^way. 
Kate. Nay, I willg-ue thceakiffe, now pray Loue flay. 
Petr. Is not this well? come my { weece 2C<er<?. 

Better once thtn neuer,torneuertco late. Exeunt. 




Jttus Quintus. 



Enter Baptifta, Vincentio, greynio, the Pedant, Lucentio , an 
,*j Bianca, Tranio , Biondello grumio,and widdow ; 

The Jtruingmen with Tranio bringing 
in a Banquet. 

Luc. Atlaft though long, our iarring notcsagtcc, 
Andtimeitis whenraging watreiscome, „„i 

Tolmilt at fcapes andperila ouerblowne: 

My fa ire Bianca bid my father welcome. 

While i withiehc iamc kindnefle Welcome thine: 

Brother Petruchip, (lfat &aierihiiy 

And thou Hortenfio with thy lbuitfg Widdow : 

Feall with the beft,and welcome to my heufe. 

My banket isto clofe our ilemak :s vp 

After our great good checre ; pray you fit downs. 

For now wee lit to chat as wdl as eatc. 

Petr » Nothing but fit and fit, and cate and eatc. 

Bap. Padua affoords t his kindnetTelonne Pi truckio, 

Petr. Padua affords nothing but what is kindc. 

Hot. Forhoth our fakes 1 would that Vvotd were true. 

Pet. Now ler tr-y life Ho;' ttnfo teares his Widow. 

Wtd. Then rieuff 'tniirt ‘Vt^c ft MVeafttard. 

Petr. Y^uaie very rVilihley^nd yet ybutniffe rpy fence : 

1 & 5 
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I nwane Hortentioistikaxd of you. 

Wid. He chat isgiddie think es the world turns round t 
*Petr. Roundly replied. 

Kate. Miitris bow rr.esrtc yon that ? 

Wid. Thus I concerns by him, 

Petr. CoBCCtuts by me, how likes Hatfenjiai lut? 

Hor. My Widdcw iay.es. thusfhc couceiues hettilc. 

Petr. Veric well mended : kilfehim for that good Widdovt 
Kate. He that iigiddie thinkesthc world turuestounk 
J pray you tell me what you mear t by char. 

wid. Your husband being troubled with afhrcvv, 
Meafurcs my husbands fbrrcw, byhis-woet.. 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kate. f\ veric mcanc meaning, 

Wid. Right. 1 me. IK you. 

K-at. And I am raeanc indeed, rtfpcfUng you. 

Petr. To her Kate . 

Hor, To ha* Widdow . 

c Petr, A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down, 

Hor. That’s my office 

Petr. Spoke like aa Officer.- ha to thee Lad. 

‘Drinkgsto. Hortenfto. 

Bap. How likes Grtmio thefe quickcwitted folkcs J- 
(jre. Beieeme me fir, they But tqgetker weli. 

Bian. Head, and But an haftje witted bodie, 

Would fay your; Head and But were head and home, 

Z)in. 1 Miftris Bride, hath that awakened you ? 

Bian. I, but r/jt frighted me, therefore Ue.fleepeagaine, 
‘Petr. Nay that you fha'lnocfinee you hauc begun; 
Haue at you ror a better left or too. 

Bu.n. Am I your Bird, i mcanc to fbift rnybufti. 

And then purfue nit as you draw my Bow- 

You arc welcome all. Exit Bianca. 

Petr. She hath preuented mc,hetefignict Tr.vno } 

This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not, 

Ther/ore a health to all that (hot and miff. 

Tri. Oh fir, Lucentib flips me like his Gray -hound, 
’Which runs himfelfe, and catchesfor his Matter. 

Ectr> A good fyvitt finale, but fonKthing curcifk 
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Tm. ’Tis well fir that you hunted foryourfeife: 

6 Tis thought your Deere decs hold you « a bays* 

* ^p.Ob.ch Pretuchio ,Tranio hits you now. 
jjc. 1 thanke thee for that gi d good Tranto. 

Hor. GonfelTCjConfefle, bath he not hit you here.*' 

. Petr. A hasalitle gald tne I confclTe: 

And as the left did glaunccaway from me, 

9 ris ten to one it cnaim’d-you too cut right. 

Bap. Now in good iadndTc fonne Petrttchia, 

I thinke thou haft theverieft (brew of all. 

Petr. Well I fay no ; and thereforsfir, auurancej „ 

Let’s each 011c fend vr.ro his wife. 

And he whofe wife ismoft obedient, 

To come at firft when he dotli fend for her. 

Shall win the wager which we will propoie, 

Hort. Content what’s the wager/' 
hue. Twemiecvownes. 

Petr. Twentiecrownes. ?,• 

lie venture fo much of my Hawki or Hound/ 

But twcntic times fo much vponmy W-ifc. 

Bnc. A hundred then, 

Hor. Corner, r, 

'Petr. A march ’tis donev 
Hor. Who (hall begin? 

Lhc. That will I. 

face B iondello) bid your Mi (Iris come co nte. 

Bio. 1 goe. Exit. 

Bap. Sonne lie beyou halfe, Bianca comes. 

Lttc. He hauc no halues ; lie beare it all my felfe. 

Enter Biondcilo. 

How now, what newer ? 



Eton. Sir, my MiHris fends you word 
I hat flic is bufie,and fliee cannot come. 

Petr. How ? flic’s bulk and fhcc cannot com® : is tliat4nanfweiei 
Cjre . !, and a kindc one too : 

Praic God fir your wife fend you not a werfe, 

Petr. I hope better. 

thr. Si; ra B iondcllo , goe and intreate my wife to come to met 
jOSthvvith. Exit, Bjon, 
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Pet. Oh ho intrtace her, nay then (he mull ncedescotte. 
Her. I am affrai.i fir, doe what you can 
Enter Bion.ielh . 

Yours will not beincreatcd : N 'W where’s my wife ? 

Bion. She (ayes, you haue Tome goodly left in hand, 
She will not come .• (he buis you come to her, 

‘Petr. Worle and worfe (lie will not come; 

Oh vild,intoUerabk, nottobeindur’d : 

Sirra Grttmio , goe. to your Miftris, 

Say I command her come to me. 

Hor. I know her anl were. 

Pet. What? 

Hor. She will not. 

Petr. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 

Enter Katerina. 

Bap. Now by my hollidam here comes. Katerina. 

Kat, Whac is your will fir, that you fend forme.? 

Petr. Where n your filter, and Hortenjies wife ,? 

Kate. They fit conferring by the Parler fire. 

Petr. Goe fetch them hither, it they denie tocome^ 
Swinge me them foundly forth vnto their husbands : 
Away I fay, and bring them hither ltraight. 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you taike ofa wonder. 

Hor. And l'o it is : I wonder what it boads 
Petr. Marrie peace it boads. and loue, and quiet life. 
An awfull rule, and righc fupremacie : 

And to be Ihort, what not, that’s fweetc and happic. 

'Bap. Now iaire befall thee good petruchio ; 

The wager thou haft won, and f will addc 
Vnto their Ioffes twentie thoufand crowncs. 

Another do wric to another daughter, 

For flic is chang’d as flie had neuer bin, r r . : . 

: ; Petr. Nay, 1 will win my wager better yet, 

And (hew more figne of her obedience, 

Her new built ver^ie and obedience. 

Enter Kate, Bianca, and JVidds'tf. 
•jce-whereflie cbmes, andbriligs your froward Witter ; 
A>prifqner§to her womanlxe perfwafion 




Exit. 







,'.Vi i 

/Cnv 

■■ ■ 

Krttrin 



7 * be Taming of the Sbrel?. 

Katerine , that Cap of yours becomes you not s 
C ft' with that bable, throw it vnder foote. 

fvid. Lord- let me neuerhaueacaulctofign, 

1 ill I be brought to fuch a filiie palfe, 

Bian. Fie what a foolifli dutie eall you this ? 

Luc. I wow Id your dune were asfoolilh too: 

T he wifdome of your dude faire Bianca, 

Hath coil: me fiue hundred crownes fincefupper time, 

Bian. The more fooleyoufor laying on my dutte. 

Pet. Katherine l charge thee tell thefe hcad-ftrong women,' 
what dude they doe owe their Lords and husbands; 

Wid, Come, come, your mocking : we will haue ho tellings 
Pet. Come bn I fay , and firft begin with her, 
tvid. She (hall not. 

Pet. I fay<lhefb?ll,and firft begin with her. y 

Kate. Fie,fie,vnkhK thatthreatnmgvnkind brow, 

And dart not (cornetufl glances from thole eies, 

To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Gouernour. 

It blots thy beautie, as frofts doebice the Meades, 

Gonfeundsthy fame, as whirlcwindes fliake faire budds^ v 

An d in no (bribe is mecce or am iabk . 

A woman moh’-dj isdike-adbuntsine troubled, 

Muddie,ill fecrriihgtlVicke, bereft of beaitdc. 

And while- it isfo, nerre-fe drie*or tliirftie 7 
iVilldaigneto fip or touch oiaedrbpof ir. 

Thy husband is chy Lord chy life, 7 thy Keeper-, 1 ■ ■ ■’• 

1 by head, thy (buersignerene thaccarcs-for thee,- . 

And for thy maintenance-. Commits his bodie 

painfull labour, both by lea and land : 

!lo watch the night in ftornes . the day in cold, 

Whi’ft thou iy’tt warmeat home, fecure and 1 afe. 

And crauesnoothercrioutc at thy-hatrds, 

But louc, larelookes. and cmeobediencc; 

* oo litle payment for fo great a debc. 

Such ducie as the lubieft owes the Prince, 

£tuen fuch a woman < weth to her hu band : 

4r*a when (lie is fro ward, pceuifli, fulien, fewer, 

A»id not obedient to his honeft will: 

Wuac is fee but a tonic contending Re belly , 

And 
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And.graceleffe Traitoor co her lauing Lord f 
lama fham'd that women are fy Omplc, 

To offer warre, where they Ihould koeslc for p^ace . 
Orfceke for rule, fupreroacie, and (way, 

When they are bound toferuc, loue, and obay. 

Why are our bodies fofc, and weakc,andftno<K& s 
Vnapttotoyic, end trouble in the world. 

But that our fofc conditions, and our harts. 

Should well agree with cur esternall parts? 

Conic, come, you froward and vnablc wo truer 
My miadc hath bin as bigge as one of yours, 

My heart as greac, my region haplie more, 

1 o bandie word for word, and frowne for frowrte ; 

But new I fee our Launccs are but ftrawes 

Our ftjxngth as weakc, our weakeneflepaft compare* 

That teeming to be moil, which we indeed leaftarc. 
Thenvaicyour ftomackes,forimno bootc, 

And place your hands below your husbands foote: 

In token of which done, if he plcafc, 

.My hand is rcadiemay it do him cafe. 

Pet. Why thcr’s a wench : come on, and kiffe me Katt. 
Luc. W ell go thy wayes old Lad for thou fhalt ha’t. 

Yin. ’Tisa good hearing, wheuchildrcn are toward. 

Luc . But a harfli hearing, when women arefrowsrd, 
Tet. Come Kate, wee’l to bed, 

Wc three are married, but you two arc fped. 

"Twas I won the wager though you hit the white. 

And being a winner, God giueyou goodnight, 

v Exit Pctriechi ». 

Horten. Now go thy wayes thou haft tam'd a curft Shrow« 
Luc. Tis a wonder by your lcaue,£hc will tam’d fo. 



Pirns. 
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